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Rl HE notice, Your MajesTy Ki 
Fil has condeſcended to take lil 
of the following Tragedy, I 
emboldens me to lay it, 
ls in the humbleſt manner, 
at Your MajtsTY's Feet. And to 
whom can this illuſtrious Carthagmian 

ſo properly fly for prote&tion, as to a 
Quttx, who commands the hearts of 
a People, more powerful at ſea than 
Carthage? more flouriſhing in com- 
merce than thoſe fir/# Merchants ? more 
ſecure againſt conqueſt? and, under a 
A..'3 Monarchy, | 
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Monarchy, more free than a Common- 
wealth itlelf ? 


I dare not, nor indeed need I, here 
attempt a character, where both the 
great and the amiable Qualities ſhine 
forth in full perfection. All words are 
faint to ſpeak what is univerſally felt, 
_ and acknowledged, by a happy people. 
Permit me therefore only to ſubſcribe 


my felt, with the trueſt zeal and vene- 
ration, 


Mavay, 
Your MajasTYs | 
Moft humble, - 
Moſt dutifut, 
And moſt devoted 


Servant, 


James Tromson. 


Se T is not my intention, in this preface, to 


a ALAS 
(7/222 oy defend any faults that may be found in the 
(RES I | * Fo folicwing piece. I am afraid there are 

a _ 7 £00 _— But thoſe who are beſt able to 
EE difcover , will be moſt ready to pareon 
' them. They alone know how difficult an undertaking the 
writing of a tragedy is: and this is a firſt attempt. 

T beg leave only to mention the reajon that determined 
me to make choice of thi; Jubjett, What pleaſed me par- 
ticularly, the perhaps it will not be leaſt liable to ob- 
jeftion with ordinary readers, was the great ſimplicity 
of the ſtory. It is one, regular, and uniform, not 
charged with a multiplicity of incidents, and yet afford- 


tng ſeveral revolutions of fortune; by which ihe paſſions 


may be excited, varied, and driven to their Full tu> 


mult of emotion 
This ujmty of arſign was alway fought after, and 
admired by the antients: and the moſt eminent among 
the moderis, who underſtood their Writings, have cho- 
ſen to mmitate them in this, from anintire conviction that 
the reaſon of it muſt hoid good in all ages. And here al- 
low me to tranſlate a paſſage from the celebrated Mon- 
_ Hheur Racine, which contains all that 1 bave to ſay on 
this head. : 
* We muſt uct fancy that this rule has no other 
6 foundas 'on but ihe caprice of thoſe who made it.  Ns- 
&« wing can touch us in tragedy, but what 1s probable. 
« And what frobability is there, - that, in one Day, 
« ſhould happen a multitude of things, which could 
« ſcarce happen in ſeveral Weeks ? There are ſome who 


& think that this ſimplicity is a mark of barrenneſs of 


& nventicu, but they da not conſider, that, on the 
| contrary 


PREFACE. 


&« contrary, invention conſiſts i in making ſomething out of 
« nothing :: and that this huddle of incidents has always 


« been the refuge of ports, who did not find in their 


« genius either richneſs or force enough to engage their 


« ſpeftatops, for five as together, by a ſimple ation, 
&« /upported by the violence of paſſions, the beauty of 


& ſentiments, and the noblene/s of expreſſion.” — TI 
would not be underſtood to mean that all theſe things are 
to be found in my performance: T only ſhew the reader 
what I aimed at, and how 1 would op pleaſed bim, 
had it been in my potoer 


As to the character of Sophoniſba ; in drawing it, 


T have confined myſelf to the truth of hiſtory. 1t were 


an affront to the age, to ſuppoſe ſuch a charafter out 
_ of nature; eſpecially in a country which has produced fo 


many great examples of public ſpirit and heroic virtues, 


even in the ſofter ſox : and I had deſtroyed her charafer 


 intirely, had 1 not marked it with that firong love to 
her country, diſdain of ſervitude, and inborn averſion 
to the Romans, by which all hiſtorians have diſtinguiſhed 
her. Nor ought her marrying Maſiniſſa, while her 
former huſband was jtill alive, to be reckoned a blemiſh 
in her chara#ter. For, by the laws both of Rome and 
Carthage, be captivity of the huſband afjolved the 
marriage of courſ>, as among us impotence, or adultery: 
wot to mention the reaſons of a moral and public nature, 
which 1 have put into her own mouth in the ſcene be- 
twixt her and Syphax. 


This is all I have to ſay of the play itſelf. But "4 


cannot cenclude without oxoning my obligations to thoſe 
concerned in the repreſentation. They have indeed done 
me more 1nan jiiſtice, WWhatever was deſigned as amia- 
ble and enzaging in Maſinifla ſhines out in Mr. Wilks's 
 aftion, Mrs. Oldfield, in the charafer of Sophoniſba, 
bas excelled what, even in the fondneſs of an auibor, 1 
could either wiſh or imagine. The grace, dignity, and 
happy variety of her aftion have been univerjally applauds 
ed, and are truly admirable, 


PROLOGUE. 


© be. b 


By 2 FRIEND. 
Spoken by Mr. WILLIAMS. 


| HEN learnine, after the long Gothic night, 
Fair, ver the weſtern world, rencw'd his tight, 
With arts ariſing Sophoniſba roſe : | 
The tragic muſe, returning, Wept her Woes. 
With her tt Italian ſcene firſt learnt to glow 
Aud the firſt tears for her were taught 10 flow. 
Her charms the Gallic muſes next inſpird: 
Corneille himſelf ſaw, wonder'd, and was fir d. 
What foreign theatres with pride have ſhewn, 
Britain, by juſter title, makes her own. 
When freedom is the cauſe, *tis hers to fight 3 
And hers, when freedom is the theme, to write. 
_ For this, a Britiſh Author bids again 
The heroine riſe, to grace the Britiſh ſcene. 
Here, as in life, ſhe breathes her genuine flame : 
She aſks what boſom has not felt the ſame ? _ 
Aſjis of the Britiſh Youth — Ts ſilence there ? 
She dares to aſk it of the Britiſh Fair, = 
To might, our home-ſpun author would be true, 
Alt once, to nature, hiſtory, and you. 
Well-pleasd to give our neighbours due applauſe, 
He owns their learning, but diſdains their laws. 
Not to his patient touch, or happy flame, 
*T1s to his Britiſh heart he truſts for fame. 
1f France excel him in one free-born thought, 
The man, as well as poet, is in fault. 
Nature! »former of the poet's art, _ 
Whoſe force alone can raiſe or melt the heart, 
Thou art his guides each paſſion, every line, 
Whateer he draws to pleaſe, muſt all be thine, 
Be thou his judge: in every candid breaſt, 
Thy filent whiſper is the ſacred teſt. 
Rs The 
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The Perſons repreſented. | 


 Mas1n1ssA, King of Maſylia,) (Mr. Wilks. 


SYPHAX, King of Maſz/\lia, | Mr. Mills. 


Naxva, Friend to Maſiniſſa, : Mr. Roberts. 1 
Sc1P1o, the Roman General, Mr. Williams. : 


Bye 
_ | Mr. Bridgewater, | 
oe 

= 


SOPHON I5BA, | | | Mrs. Oldjfetd. 


LeAL1us, his Lieutenant, 


A cs MR ra Or 


Pnotnissa, her Friend, } {Mrs. Roberts. 


Meſſenger, Save, Guards. | and Attendants, | 
SCENE 


in The Palace of CIRTHY. 


pun Ds 0 ee Inn =o 


SOPHONISBA. 


TRAGEDY. 


ACT-E- SCENE-L 
SOPHONISBA, PHOENISSA. 


SOPHONISPRA, 


>| HIS hour, Phuni//a, thus IMNDOrtant 


hour, 


throne | 
Throws Soproniſla into Roman chains. 
Dereſtecdt thought! Far now bis ut- 
mo{ft force 


Collected, de eſperate, dultreis'd, and ſore 
From ba ttles loſt ; with all che Fage Ot war, 
 W-fated Syphax makes his laſt eftort. | 

Bur ſay, thou partner of my hopes and fear 5, 
Phaeniſſa, ſay While, from the lutty tower, 
Our {traming eyes the field of barti+ Ioright, Ea 
B Ali 


Fl Or fixes me a qucen, or from a 


2 BBUrYHOUNISBA. 


Ah, thought you not that our Numidian troops 


Gave up the broken field, and ſcattering fled, 
Wild cer the hills, from the rapacious 5 ſons 
Or ſtill triumphant Rome ? 
Phot issA, 

The dream of care ' 
And think not, madam, Sy yPhax Can Tollgn, 
But with his ebbing lite, i this laſt field, 
A crown, a kingdom, and a queen he loves 
Beyond xmbition's br ;iohteiſt with ; for whom, 


Nor mov*d by threats, nor bound b: « plighted fa Fa 


He feorrd the Roman ſrien: iÞhip chat fir name 

For flavery) and from oY engagements broke 

Of Scipio, fam'd for every Winning art, 

The tow ering, genius of recover?d Rome. 
SOPHONISB A 


Vet; 


Þ 129 


Oh name him not ! Lheſe Roma! itir my blood 


To too much rage. TI cannot bear the fortune 


Of that proud people. — Sud you not, Phe), 


Thar Syphax lov'd me ; which would fire his ba the, 
And urge him on to death or conqueſt? True, 
He loves me with the madncts of defire 

His every paſſion 18 a ſlave to love ; 

Nor heeds he danger where 1 bid kw TO, 

Nor leagues, nor intereſt. Hence theſe end! leſs wars, 


Theſe ravag?d countrics, thele ſucceſsleis tights, 


Suftain*d for Carthage ; whoſe defence alone 
Engag*d my lovelets marriage-vows with his. 
Bur know you not, that in the Roman camp 

I have a lover too ; a gallant, brave, 
 Andutſappointed lover, full of wi -ath, 

Retur nINg to a kingdom whence the {word 


_Ofs »/1ax drove him ? 
PrHotnissaA. 


Majiniſja 9 


SoPHONISBA.. 
He: 


Young o Maſ riſe, the Maſſylian king, 
'Fhe fr {t addrefi ier of my youth ; for ps PER 


My | botiom telt a fond beginning with, 


| FExtir- 


do. OO P.H:O:-N-41-8-B A: 
Extinguih'd ſoon ; when once to Scipio's ſide 
Won 0' er, and dazlcd by th* enchanting glare 
Of that fair ſeeming heroe, he bemarie. 

A gay admiring ſlave, yet knew it nor. 
_ Fer ſince, my heart has held him in contempt 
And thrown out each idea of his worth, 
That there began to grow : nay had it been 
As all-poſſeſt, and ſoft, as her's who fits 
In ſecret ſhades, or by the falling ſtream, 
And waſtes her being im unutter > pang 
T would have broke; or cur'd it of 1ts for ils. 
_ Prnotxissa. 

Heroic Sophboni/ha ! 

SOPHON ISBA. 

- Nos Pena; 
[t is not for the daughter of great Ajaruval, 
Deſcended from a long; illuſtrious line 
Of Car thaginiai heroes, who have oft 
Fil d [taly with terror and diſmay, 
And ſhook the wails of Kome, 10 Pine 1 10Ve 
Like a deluded maid 3 to give her me 
And heart livch-beating in her country's cauſe, 
Meanr not for common aims and houtold Carcs, 
Po give them up to vain preſuming man 
Much leſs to one who ſtoops the neck to Rome, 
An enemy to Carthage, Maſin ja. 
PHOENISSA, 

Think not I mean to check that glorious flame, 
Thar juſt ambition which exats your oh. 
Fires on your cheek, and lightens in your cye. 
Yer would he had been yours | this riſing TS ; 
For, truſt me, fame is fond of Majini//a. 
His various fortune, his reſplendent decds, 
His courage, conduct, deep-expeaienc'd youtn. 
And vaſt unbroken ſpiri It 1n dittreſs, 
Still riſing {tronger trom the laſt defeat, 
Are all the talk and terror too of A/r:c. 

Who has not heard the ſtory of tus woes ? 
Tow hard he came to his paternal re:gn ; 
Whence ſoon by Syfbax? unrelenting hate, 
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Rl SOPHONISBA, 


And jealous Carthaze driven, he with a few 


' Fled to the mountains. Then, I think, it was, 


Hem'd in a circle of impending rocks, 

That all his followers fell, fave fifty horſe ; 
Who, trence cſcap*d thro? ſecret paths abrupr, 
Gain'd the Clypearn plain. There overtook, 

And urg?d by fierce ſurrounding foes, he burſt 
With four alone, ſore wounded, thro? their ranks, 
An al] amid{t a mighty torrent pJung'd. 

Serz20 by the whirling g gulph, two funk ; and two, 


With hon obliquely | hurried down the itream, 


Wrourzht to the farther ſhore. Theaſtoniſh'd troops 
Stood check” d, and ſhivering, on the gloomy brink, 
And deenvd nm loft in the devouring flood. 

Mican time the Gaunticfs, undeſpairing youth 

Lay in a cave conceaPd; curing his wounds 

With mountain- herbs, and 08! is horſes fed : 

Nor here, even at the loweſt ebb of life, 


Stoop*d his aſpiring mind. What need I ſay, 
How once again reftor*d, and once again 


Expel”Pd, among the Garamantian hills 
He ſince has wander*d, til} the Roman arm 
Reviv'd his cauſe? And who fthall reign alone, 


Sy; »bax or he, this day decides. 


SOPIHONISBA. 
Enough. 

Thou need'ſt not blazon thus his fame. Phen: i/ſa. 
Were he as glorious as the pride of woman 
Could wiſh, in all her wantonneſs of thought ; 
The joy of humankind ; wiſe, valiant, good ; 
With every pratlc, with every laurel crown'd ; 
The warriour's wonder, and the virgin's figh : 
Yet this would cloud him o'er, this blemiſh all ; 
His mean ſubmuition to the Roman yoke 
That, falſe to Carthage, Afric, and himſelf, 


With proferr*d hand an id knee, he hither led 


Theſc ravagers of earth. — But while we talk, 


Thework of Kate goes on 3 even now perhaps 
My ay 1g country bleeds in every vein, 


And the warm victor thunders at our gare. 


SCENE 


SOPHONISBA c 


ASSL DSN 
SCENE I. 


SOPH ONISBA, ProtxissA, and to them Ga Mr 
SENGER fr0 the Battle. 


© SOPHONISBA, __ 
Ha! Whence art thou? Speak, tho* thy bleeding; 
wounds Sys 
Might well excuſe thy tongue. 
MESSENGER. 


Madam eſcap'*d, 
With much ado, from yon wide Meath 
SOPHON ISBA, 
No more. 
Ar once thy meaning flaſhes o'er my ſoul. 
Oh all my vaniſhtd hopes! repairlefs chance 
Of undiſcerning war! — And is all loſt: ? 
An unive rf: 1 havock ? 
MESSENGER. 
Madam, all. 
For ſcarce a . Maſs ſylian, fave my felt, 
But 1s or feiz'd, or bites the bloody Ap 
=P he ns ae : 
 SOPHONISBA, 
Ah! what of him? 
MESSENGER. 
His fiery itced, 
By Maſiniſſa, the Maſſylian prince, 
Pierc'd threw him headlong to his cluſtering fo2s; 
And nuw he comes in chains. 
SOPHONISBA, 
Tis wond'rous fit, 
Abſolute gods! All Afric is in chains! _ 
The weeping world in Clains! — Oh 15 there not 
A- tune, 


TARLIGS 2 es ot nd IE 


0... SOPHONISBA:. 

A time, a righteous time, reſerv*d in fate. 

W hen theſe oppreſſors of mankind thall fee] 

The miferies they give ; and blindly fight 
{BE For their own fetters too? — The conquering troops, 
11 38 How Points their motion ? 
[il  _Ms&sSENGER. 
Lf! Ar my heels they Came, 
il | Loud-ſhouting, dreadful, in a cloud of duſt, 
1133088 By Maſmiſſa headed. | 
[It  SOPHONISBA. 
Jil Hark ! arriv'd. 

[1 The murmuring crowd rolls frighted to the palacc. 
11 _. Lhou bleed'ſt to death, poor” i taichful wretclt, 
Hi away, 

And dreſs thy wounds, if life be worth thy care 3 
Tho? Rome, methinks, will loſe a fave in thee. 
Would S9phoni/ha were as near the verge 

Of boundleſs, and immortal liberty ! 


EET TEE 
SCENE II. 


SopnoxI5BA, PHorNIsSA. 


l Il | FR , Le F7 Pauſe 


w——— 


" GoOpnOnIS24A. 


And wherefore not? When liberty 1s loſt, 
Let flaves and cowards live 3 but in the brave 
Ir were a treachery to themſelves, enough 
To merit chains. And 1s it fit for me, 
Who in my veins, from A/drubal deriv'd, 
Hold Car!haginian enmity to Rome 3 
On whom Pve laviſh'd all my burning ſoul, 
In everlaſting hate ; for whoſe deſtruction 
Told my joyleſs youth to Syphax* arms, 
And turn'd him fierce upon them 3 fit t,- 6:0! 


SOPHONISBEA., 


A native, reſtleſs, unrelenting foe, 
To fi. down foftly-penſive, and await 
Thapproaching victor's rage ; reſerv*d in chains 
To grace his triumph, and | become the ſcorn 
Of every Roman dame—Gods ! how my foul 
D1ſdains a thought | and this ſhall ſer 1t free. 
[Offers 19 of cn her ſelf. : 
PnoreNIssa. 
Fold, Sophoni ba, hold ! my friend ! my queen ! ' , 
[Of whom alone I live ! hold your raſh point, 
* Nor thro your guardian boſom ſtab your country. 
That 15 our laſt Teſort, and always fure, 
The gracious gods are hberal of death ; 
'To that laſt ble ing lend a rhouſand ways. 
Think not Pd have you live to drag a chain, 
And walk the truumph of inſulting Rome. 
No, by theſe tears of loyalty and love! 
_ Fre T beheld ſovilea fight, this hand 
Should urge the faithful ponyard to your heart, 
And glory i in the deed. Bui, while hope lives, 
Let not the generous die. *Ti1s late before 


The brave deſpair. 


SortonsBA. 
Thou copy of my ſoul ' 
And now my friend indeed ! Shew me bur hope, 
One glimpſe of hope, and PIl renew my to1ls, 

Call patience, labour, fortitude again, 
The vext unjoyous day, and ſleepleſs night ; 

Nor thrink at danger, any ſhape of death, 
Shew me the ſmalleſt hope ! Alas, Phoniſſa. 
Foo kindly confident ! Hope lives not here, 
Fled with her ſiſter Liberty beyond. 
The Garamantian hulls, to ſome ſteep wild. 
Some undiſcover'd country, where the foo! 
Ot Roman cannot come. 

PHoENIssAa. 
© Yes, there ſhe 7. (| 

With Maſin bf wounded, and forlorn, 
Am itt the ſerpents hiſs, and ygers yell, — 


s SOPHONISBA, 
SOPHONISBA, 
Why nam*ſt thou him ? 
____-PnotnTsa. 


Madam, in this forgive 
My forward zeal z from him proceeds our hope. 
He lov'd you once ; nor 1s your form impair'd, 
Warm'd, and unfolded into ſtronger charms : 
Ask his protection from the Roman power, 
You muſt prevail 3 for Soptonijba ſure 
F rom Majiniſ/a cannot ask in vain. 
SOP HON ISBA, 
Now, by the prompting genius of my country ! 
I thank thee for the thought. True, there is pain 
 Ev*n in deſcending thus to beg protection 
From that degenerate youth. Burt oh for thee, 
My ſinking country ! and again to gaul _ 
This hated Rome, what would I not cndure ? 
It ſhall be done, Phenyſa; tho? diſgult | 
Choak © up my ſtruggling meaning, ſhall be done. 
[ kneels.. | « 
But here 1 vow, propitious Funo, hear! 


oh Could every pomp and every pleaſure joyn'd, 1V 
Love, empire, glory, a whole kneeling world, WA 
Unnerve my {ſmalleſt purpoſe, and remit © MV 
That moſt inveterate enmity I bear IT 
The Roman ſtate z may Carthate ſmoak in ruins ! 8 Is 
Rome riſe the miſtreſs of mankind ! and | iy ST 
There an abandon'd ſlave, drag out a length OL - Of 
Of life, in loathſome bafeneſs, "and 7 | Ke 
This way the pet founds : 3 Jet us retire, By 
Ar 
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SOPHONISBA, 9 


REDS. 


SCENE IV. 


MasINIs8a, SyPHAx 77 Chains, Narva, 
Guards, &c, 


SYPHAX. 


Is there no dungeon in this city ? dark, 
As 1s my troubled ſoul? T hat thus I'm brought 
To my own palace, to thoſe rooms of tate, 
Wont in another manner to receive me, 
With other ſigns of royalty than theſe. 
(looking on his chains. 2 
MasiN15SA. 
I will not wound thee, not inſult thee, Sy;hax, 
With a recital of thy tyrant crimes. 
A captive here I ſee thee, fallen below 
My moſt revengeful wiſh ; and all the rage, 
The noble fury "that inſpir'd this morn, 
Is ſunk to ſoft compaſſion. In the field, 
The flaming front of war, there is the ſcene. 
Of brave revenge ; and I have ſought thee there, 
Keen as the hunted lyon ſeeks his for, 
But when a broken enemy, difarm'd, 
And helpleſs lies 3 a falling ſword, an eye 
With pity flowing, and an arm as weak 
As intanr ſoftneſs, then becomes the brave. 
| Now ſleeps the ſword ; the paſſions of the field 
Subſide to peace 3; and my relenting foul 
Melts at thy fate. 
SYPHAX., 
This, this, 1 is all I dread, 
All I deteft, this inſolence refin'd, 
This barbarous pity, this attected goodneſs 
|* itied by thee * ! — Is there a torm- of death, + 
C Gi 


10 SOPHONISBA, 
Of torture, and of infamy like that ? 
It kills my very ſoul ! — Ye partial gods ! 
I feel your worſt ; why ſhould I fear you more ? 
Hear me, vain youth ! take notice — I abhor 
Thy mercy, loath it. — Poiſon to my thoughts ! 
Wouldit thou be merciful ? One way alone 
Thou canſt oblige me. — Uſe me like a flave z 
As I would thee, (delicious thought!) wert thou 
Here crouching in my power.  _ | 
 Masinissa. 
_ Outragious man | 
Tf that 1s mercy, Þ'll be cruel ſtill _ 
Nor canſt thou drive me, by thy bitrtereſt rage, 
_ Toan unmanly deed; not all thy wrongs, 
Nor this worſe triumph in them. 
__ SYPHARX, = 
1 ___ Ha! ha! wrongs? 
I cannot wrong thee. When we lanch the ſpear 
Into the monſter's heart, or cruſh the ſerpent 3 
Deſtroy what in antipathy we hold, 
— The common foe ; can that be call'd a wrong ? 
Injurious that? Abſurd ! it cannot be. 
NE | Masinissa. 
Fm loth to hurt thee more. — The tyrant works 
Too fierce already in thy rankled breaſt. _ 
- But ſince thou ſeem?ſt to rank me with thy felt, 
With great deſtroyers, with perfidious kings 
I muſt reply to thy Iicentious tongue, 
Bid thee remember, whoſe accurſed ſword 
Began this work of death ; who broke the ries, 
The holy ties, atteſted by the gods, ON 
Which bind the nations in the bond of peace 3 
| Who meanly took advantage of my youth, 
_ Unfkilld in arms, unſettled on my throne, 
_ And drove me to the defart, there to dwell 
With kinder monſters ; who my cities ſack'd, 
My country pillag*d, and my fubjects murder'd 
Who ſtill purſu'd me with inveterate hate, 
When generous force prov*d vain, with ruffian arts, 
The villain's dagger, bale aſlaſſination, 


And | 


SOPHONISBA. In 


And for no reaſon all. Brute violence 
Alone thy plea. — What the leaſt provocation, 
Says canſt thou but pretend ? 
SYPHARX, 
I needed none, 
Nature has in my being ſown the ſeeds 
Of enmity to thine. — Nay mark me this ; 
Couldſt thou reſtore me to my former ſtare, 
| Strike off theſe chains, give me the ſword again, 
The ſceptre, and the wide-obedient war : 
Yet muſt I ſtill, implacable to thee, 
_ Seek eagerly thy death, or die my elf. 
Life cannot hold us both ! — Unequal gods ! 
Who love to diſappoint mankind, and take 
All vengeance to your ſelves ; why to the point 
Of my Jong- fatter*d wiſhes did ye lift mc, 
Then fink me thus ſo low ? Juſt as I drew. 
The ori rake that was to make me happy, 
Why did you blaſt my ſtrong extended arm ? 
Strike the dry ſword unſated to the ground ? 
But thar to mock us 1s your cruel ſport? P> 
_ What clſe 1 is human life ? 
 Masinissa. 
Thus always j Join 4 
With an inhuman heart, and brutal manners, 
Is irreligion to the ruling gods; _ 
Whoſe {ſchemes our peeviſh ignorance arraigns, 
Our thoughtleſs pride... Thy loſt condition, $ JLPaxs 
Is nothing to the tumult of thy breaſt, _ 
There lies the ſting of evil, there the drop 
That poiſons nature.—. Ye myſterious powers ! 
Whoſe ways are ever-gracious, ever-jult, 
As ye think wiſcſt, belt, diſpoſe of me ; 
But, whether thro* your gloomy deptns I rander, 
Or on your mountains walk ; give me the calm 
The ſteady, {miling foul ; where witdom ſheds, 
Eternal ſunſhine and eternal Joy. 
Fhen, if misfortune comes, ſhe brings along 
The braveſt virtues. And ſo many great 
illuſtrious ſpirits have convers'd with woe, 
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2 SOPHONISBA. 
(The pride of adverſe fate!) as are enough 


To conſecrate diſtreſs, and make even death 
Ambition, | 


SyPHAX. | 
Torture ! Racks ! The common trick 
Of inſolent ſucceſs, unſuffering pride, 
This prate of patience, and | know not what. 


*T1s all a lie, impracticable rant ; 
And only tends to make me ſcorn thee more. 


Bur why this talk? In mercy ſend me hence ;_ 
Yet— ere I go Oh fave me from diſtraction ! 


I know, hor youth, thou burneſt for my queen 3 


But by the majeſty of ruin'd kings, 


And that commanding glory which: ſurrounds her, 
I charge thee touch her not ! 


AAVEASIEINISSA\L-: 
No, Syphax, no. 
Thou need? a not charge me. That were mean indeed, 
A titumph that to thee, But could I ſtoop 
Az-in to love her; Thou, what right haſt thou, 


£4 captive to her bed? Nor life, nor queen, 


Nor ought a captive has. All laws in this, 


Reman and Cartbaginiat, all agree. 


SYPHAX, 
Here, here, begins the bitterneſs of death ! 
Here my Chains grind me firſt ! 
MasINnisSA. 
Poor Sopbonifha 'E 
She too becomes the prize of conquering Kome 3 
What moſt her heart abhors. Alas, how hard 


Wil ſlavery {fit on her exalted foul 1. 


How piteous hard ! But, if I know her well, 
She never will endure it, ſhe will die. 


For not a Koman burns with nobler ardor, 


A higher ſenſe of liberty than ſhe ; 


| And tho? ſhe marry*d thee, her only ſtain, 


Falſe to my youth, and faithleſs to my vows ;. 
Yet I muſt own it, from a worthy cauſe, 


Fre rom publick ſpirit did her fault proceed, 


SOPHONISBA, "wh 


SyYPHAR. 


Blue abs, and poiſon on thy meddling tongue? 


Talk not of her ; for every word of her 
Is a keen dagger, griding thro? my heart. 

Oh, for a lonely dungeon ! where I rather 
Would talk with my own groans, and great revenge, 
Than in the manſions of the bleft with thee. 

Hell ! Whither mult I go? 
MasINIesA. 

Unhappy man! 
And is thy breaſt determin*d again{c peace, 
On comfort ſhut? 

.- --SYPHAX. 

'On all, but death, from thee. 
Masrx1854, 
Narva, be Syphax thy peculiar care ; 
And uſe him "well with tenderneſs and honour. 
This evening Lz#=/:45, and to morrow Scip1o, 
To Cirtha come. Then let the Romans take 
Their priſoner. ; 


SYPHAX. 
There ſhines a gleam of hope _ 
Acroſs the gloom — From thee deliver*d ! — Faſe 


Breathes in that thought — Lead ON — My heart 
grows lighter | 


SEEEEEEEEELERD 
"SCENE V. 


Mas1N1s8A alone. 


What dreadful havoe' in the human breaſt 

The paſſions make, when unconfin'd, and mad, 

Fhey burſt unguided by the mental eye, 

The light of reaſon 3 which in various ways 

Points them to good, or turns them back from WY 
ave 


= SOPHONISBA. 

| O ſave me from the tumult of the ſoul ! 

' From the wild beaſts within ! — For circling ſands, 

When the ſwift whirlwind whelms them o'er the 
lands -- ; 

The roaring deeps that to the clouds ariſe, 

While thwarting thick the mingled lightning flies 3 

The monſter-brood to which this land gives birth, 

| The blazing city, and the gaping earth ; 

| All deaths, all tortures, in one pang combin? d, 

IJ Are gentle to the tempeſt of the mind. 


The End of the Firſt Ad. 


SOPHONISBA ns 


© C, AR Ide E's It , 
al bY 08s OR oy Aa WU 


ACTI. SCENE I 
MasIN1s8a, NARva. 


 Masinissa. 


——— Tis true, my friend, 
T hon good old. man, by whom my youth was form'd, 
The firm companion of my various lite, 
T own, *tis true, that Sophoniſba's image 
Lives in my boſom till ; and at each glance 
I take in ſecret of the bright idea, 
A ſtrange diſorder ſeizes on my foul, 
Which burns with ſtronger glory. Need I ay, 
How once ſhe had my vows ? T11l Scipio came, 
Refiſtleſs man ! like a deſcending God, 
And ſnatch*'d me from the Carthaginian fide 
To nobler Rome ; beneath whoſe laurePd brow, 
And ampleeye, the nations grow polite, 
Humane and happy. Then thou may*ſt remember, 
Such: 1s this woman's high impetuous {pirit, 
That all-controuling love ſhe bears her country, 
Her Carthage ; that at this ſhe facrific*d 
To Syphax, unbelov'd, her blooming years, 
And won him off from Rome. 

Narva. 
My generous prince ! 
FE TO Afric of thy choice approves. 
_ Fame claps her wings, and virtue ſmiles on thee, 
Of peace thou ſoftner, and thou ſoul of war ! 
But oh beware of thar fair foe to glory, 
Woman ! and moſt of Carthaginiaz woman | 
Who has not heard of fatal Punic guile ? 
Of their fly conqueſts? their inſidious "9" Tha 
121E 
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36 SOPHONIS BA. 


Their A/drubals ? their Hanmbals ? with all 
Their wily hcroes? And, if ſuch their men, 
What muſt their women be ? 
 MasiN ISSA.. 
You make me ſraile. 


T thank thy honeſt zeal. But never dread 
The firmneſs of my heart, my ſtrong attachment, 


Severe to Ke, to Scipio, and to Glory. 

Indeed, I cannot, would not quite forget 

The grace of Sophoniſha : ; how ſhe Jook'd, 

And talk*d, and mov*d, a Pallas, or a Funo ! 
Accompl: iſh'd even in trifles, when ſhe ſtoop'd 
Ambition's flight, and with a foiten'd eye 
Gave her quick ſpirit into gayer life. 

"Then every word was livelineſs, and wit 3 


We heard the Muſes? ſong ; and the dance ſwam 


Thro? all the maze of harmony. I flatter not, 


Believe me, Narva; yet my panting ſoul, 
To Scipio taken in the fair purſuit 


Of fame, and for my people's happineſs, 
Reſign'd this Sophoniſba ;, and tho? now 


Conſtrained by ſoft neceflity to ſee her, 
And ſhe a captive in my power, will {till 
Reſign her. 


Narva. 
| Let me not doubt thy fortitade, 
My Maſiniſſa, thy exalted purpoſe 
a & to be loſt in love ; but ah ! we know not, 
Oft, till experience fiehs it to the foul, 


The boundleſs witchcraft of enſnaring woman, 


And our own ſlippery hearts. From Scipio learn 
The temperance of heroes. PII recount 


Th inſtructive ſtory, what theſe eyes beheld ; 


Perhaps you've heard it ; but tis Pun till, 
Tho? told a thouſand times. 
MasINIssSA. 
I burn to hear it. 


| Toft by my late misfortunes in the deſart, 


I liv'd a ftranger to the voice of fame, 
To Scipir's Jaft cxploits, Exalt me now, 
= | Great 


SOPHONISBA 17 

Great actions raiſe the mind. But when a friend, 

A Scipio does them ; then with more than wonder, 
Even with & {ſort of vanity we liſten. 

Naxrva. 
When to his glorious, firſt cflay in war, | 
New Carthage tell ; there all the flower of Span 
Were kept in hoſtage ; a full field preſenting 
For Scipi9*s generolity to ſhine. 

And then it was, that when the heroe heard 
How TI to thee belong? d, he with large giits, 

And friendly words diſmiſs'd me. 
__Masini1ssa. 
I remember. 
And in his favour that imprefs'd me firit, 
| But to thy ſtory. 
 Narva. 

___ What with admiration 
Struck every heart, w was this-— A noble virgin, 
Conſpicuous far o'er all the captive dames, == 
Was mark*d the general's prize. She wepr, andbluſh'd, 
Young, treſh, and blooming like th? morn. An EYE, 
As when the blue ſky trembles thro? a cloud 
Of pureſt white. A fecret charm combin'd 
Her features, and infus'd enchantment thro” them. 
Her ſhape was harmony. — Burt eloquence | 


Beneath her beauty fails ; which ſeem'd, -on purpole, 


Pour*d out by laviſh nature, that auakiand 

Might ſee this action in its higheſt luſtre, 

Soft, as ſhe paſgd along, with downcalt eyes : 

Where gentle forrow fwelPd, and now and then 

Dropt o'er her modeſt cheek a trickling tear 

The Romaz legions languiſh'd 3 and hard war 

Felt more than Pity. i'yen Scipio's lelt, 

As on his high tribunal raid he fat, | 

Turr*ad from the piercing fight, and chiding aſk'd 

His officers, if by this gift they meant 

To cloud his glory in its very dawn. 
Mas1N1SSA. 


Oh Gods! my fluttering heart! On, ſtop not, , Nerva, 


[) 7, ARVA. 


By infinite humanity — 
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18 SOPHONISBA, 
Fo Narva. 


She queſtion'd of her birth, in trembling accents, 
With tears and bluſhes broken, told her tale. 
But when he found her royally deſcended, 


Of her old captive parents the ſole joy 


And that a haplcſs Cz/i:berian prince, 
Her lover and bclov'd, forgot his chains, 


_ His loſt dominions, and for her alone 
Wept out his tender ſou! ; ſudden the heart 


Of this young, conquering, loving, godlike Roman 
Felt all the great divinity of virtue. 
His wiſhing youth ſtood check*d, his tempting power, 


MLASINISSA. 
| Well, well; 
And then ! 
Narva. 
Diſdaining guilty doubt, at once 


Fe for her parents "and her lover call'd. 
_ The various fcene imagine : how his troops 


{Look?d dubious on, and wonder*d what he meant ; 
While ftretch'd below the trembling fupphants lay, 
Rack*d by a thouſand mingling paſſions, fear, 

I Tope, jealouſy, difdain, ſubmiſſion,” grict, 
Anxicty, and Jove in every ſhape. 

To theſe as differcnt ſentiments ſucceeded, 
As raixt emotions, when the man divine 
Thus the dread filence to the lover broke. 


© We both are young, both charm'd. The Righs 


« of War 
« Fs put thy beauteous miſtreſs in my power 3 
« With whom I could, in the molt ſacred nies, 
« Live outa happy life : bur know that Romans 
« Their hearts as well as enemies can conquer. 


 & Then take her to thy foul; and with her take 


« Thy. liber rty and kingdom. In return 

« T fk but this. W hen you behold theſe eyes, | 

«© Theſe charms, with tranſport; be a friend to Rome. 
MASINISSA. 


There ſpoke the foul of Scipio — But the Lovers ? 
NaARVA. 


SOPHONISBA 1g 


Narva. 
Joy and extatic wonder held them ay 


While the lowd camp, and all the cluſtring crowd, 


That hung around, rang with repeated ſhouts. 

Fame took th* alarm, and thro” refounding Spar 

Blew faſt the fair report 3 wich, more than arins, 

Admiring nations to the Romans gain'd, 

Mastxtrssa. 

My friend X glory ! thy awaken'd prince 

Springs at thy faithful tale, It fires my ſoul, 

And nerves each thought ancw z apt oft perhaps, 

Too much, too much to ſlacken into love. 

| But now the ſoft oppreſſion flies ; and all 

My. mounting powers expand to deeds bke thine, 

Thou pattern and inſpircr of my fame, 

Scipio, thou firſt of men, and beſt of friends! 
What man of foul would live, my Narva, breathe 

This idle-pufting clement 3 and run, 

Day after day, the ſftill-returning round 

Of life's mean offices, and fickly joys ; 

But in compaſſion to mankind? to be 

A guardian God bclow? to diſfipate 

An ardent being in heroic aims? 

Do ſomething vaſtly great like what you told ? 

Something to raiſe hum o'er the groveling herd, 

And make him ſhine for ever ? — Oh, my friend |! 

Bleed every vein about me z every nerve 

- With anguiſh tremble; every ſinew ake ; 

Be toll familiar to my limbs ; ambition 

Mix all my thoughts in an inceſſant whirl 3 

The third time may I loſe my kingdom ; and again 

Wander the falſe inhoſpitable Syrts3 b-: 

Yet oh, ye liberal Gods ! in rich award, 

And am pleſt recompence — I aſk no more — 

Share me the wreath of fume from Scipio's brow ! 
Bur ſee, ſhe comes ! mark her m: ajeſtic Port. 
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SCENE IL 


Mas1Nx1ssA, SOPHONISBA, NaRva, PHOENISSA. 
SOPHONISBA, 


Behold, viftorious prince ! the ſcene revers'd ; 
And Sophonijha kneeling here; a captive, 

O'cr whom the Gotls, thy Fortune, and thy. Virtue, 
Have given unquettiond power of life and death, 
If ſuch a one may raiſe her ſupplant voice, 

Once muſic to thy car ; it ſhe may touch 

Thy knee, thy purple, and thy victor -hand 3 

Oh litten, Majiniſja! Let thy foul 

Intenſely litten ! While I fervent pray, 

And ſtrong adjure thee, by that regal ſtate, 

In which with equal pomp we lately ſhone ! 

By the Numidian name, our common boaſt ! 
And by thoſe houſhold gods ! who may, I wiſh, 
With better omens take thee to this palace, 

Than Syphax hence they ſent. As 1s thy pleaſure, 
| In all befide determine of my fate. 

This, this alone I beg. Never, oh never ! 

Into the cruel, proud, and hated power 

Of Romans er me fall. Since angry heaven 

Will have it fo, that I muit be a ſlave, 

And that a galling chain muſt bind theſe hands 
It were ſome lirtle loftning in my doom, 

To call a kindred ſon of the ſame clime, 

A native of Nnmndta, my lord. 

But if thou canit not ſave me from the Romans, 
It this ſd favour be beyond thy power 3 

Art leatt to give me dcath is what thou canſt. 
Here ſtrike — My naked botom courts thy ſword 3 
And my lait breath ſtall bleis thee, Maſiniſſa! = 


Mast- 
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Mas1NnissA. 
Rile, Sorphoui a, riſe. To ſee thee thus 
Is a revenge I ſcorn ; and all the man _ 
Within me, though much injur'd by thy pride, 
And ſpirit 100 rempeſtuous tor thy ſex, 
Yet bluſhes to behold thus at my feet, 
Thus proſtrate low, her, for whom kings have kneePd, 
T he faireſt, but the falſeit of her ſex. 
SOPHONISBA. 
Spare thy reprozch. — *Tis cruel thus to loſe 
In ranckling diſcord, and ungenerous ſtrife, 
The few remaining moments "that divide me 
From the laſt evil, bondage — Roman bondage ! 
Yes, ſhut thy heart againſt me ; ſhut thy heart 
Againſt compaſſion, every human thought, 
Even recollected love: yet know, raſh Youth ! 
That when thou ſeeſt me ſwell their lofty triumph, 
Thou ſecft thy ſelf im me. This 1s my day ; 
To morrow may be thine. But here, aſſur'd, 
Here will I he on this vile earth, forlorn, 
_ Of hope abandon'd, ſince deſpis'd by thee 3 
Theſe locks all looſe: and fordid in the duſt 
This ſullied boſom growing to the ground, 
Scorch'd up with anguiſh, and of every ſhape 
_ Of miſery full: will comes the ſoldier fierce 
From recent blood ; and, in thy very eye, 
Lays raging his rude ſanguinary graſp 
On theſe weak limbs : ; and clinches them in chains. 
Then if no friendly ſtecl, no nectar*d draught 
Of deadly poiſon, can enlarge my ſoul 
It will indignant burſt from a ſlave's body 3 
And, Join'd to mighty Dido, ſcorn ye all. 
 Masinissa. 
Oh Sopboniſta ! *tis not fafe to hear thee ; 
And 4 miſtook my heart, tO truſt 1 it thus. 
Hence let me fly. 
SOPHONISBA. 
You ſhall not, Maſiniſſa ! 
Here will I hold you, tremble here "Bs ever ; 
Here unremitting grow, tl] you content. 


And 
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22 SOPHONISBA. 
And can'ſt thou think, oh! canſt thou think to. 

JeAYE MET: = LT 
Expos'd, defenceleſs, wretched, here alone ? 


A prey to Komans fluſh*d with blood and conqueſt ? ? 
The ſubject of their ſcorn or baſer love? 
Sure Maſiniſſa cannot 3 and, tho? chang? d, 


Tho? cold as that averted look he wears 
Surc love can ne*er in generous breaſts be loſt 
'Vo that degree, as not from ſhame and outrage 
Fo ſave what once they lov*d. 
Mas1NISSA. | 
Enchantment ! Madneſs ! 
What would*ſt thou, Sopbor i/ba * — Oh my heart | 
My treacherous heart | 
SOPHONISBA. 
What would I, Maſiniſſa ? 


My mean requ eſt fits bluſhing on my cheek. 


To be thy ſlave, young prince, 1s what I beg 
Here Sophonijha kneels to be thy ſlave ; 

Yet kneels in vain. Burt thov'rt a ſlave thy ſelf, 
And cantt not from the Romans fave one woman 3 
Her, who was once the trumph of thy ſoul ; 
Erc they ſeduc*d it by their lying glory. 

Immortal gods ! and am I fallen ſo low ? 

Scorn'd by 2 lover? by a flave to Rome? 
No ught can be worth this baſeneſs, life, nor empire ! 


-J hh me for it. — On this kinder earth, 


'F ben leave me, leave me, to deſpair and death ! ! 
MaASINISSA. 

What means this conflict with almighty nature ? | 

With the whole warring heart? — Riſe, quickly rife, 

In all the conquering majeſty of charms, 


O Sor bonijba, rife ! while here I ſwear, 


By the tremendous powers that rule mankind |! ! 

By heaven and carth, and hell ! by love, and glory ! 
The Roma's ſhall not hurt you — Romans cannot 3 
tor Rome 38 generous as the gods themſelves, 

And honours, not infults, a ECnerous toe. 

Yer fince you dread them, take this facred pledge, 
Fhys haz 2 oi ſurety, by WICH kings are bound ; 


By 
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By which I hold you mine, and vow to treat you, 
With all the reverence due to ruin'd ſtate, 
With all the ſoftneſs of remember*d love, 
All that can ſooth thy fate, and make thee happy. 
SOPHONISBA. 
I thank thee, Maſiniſſa ! now the ſame , 
The ſame warm youth, exalted, full of ſoul; 
With whom in happier days I wont to paſs 
'The ſighing hour : while, dawning fair in love, 
All ſong and ſweetneſs, life ſer j Joyous out 
Ere the black tempclt of ambition roſe, 
And drove us ditterent ways. — Thus drcfs'd in war, 
In nodding plumes, o'ercaſt with fſullen thought, 
Wirh purpos'd vengeance dark, 1] knew thee not ; 
Bur now breaks out the beauteous fun anew, _ 
The gay Nzmidian ſhines who warn''d me once, 
Whole love was glory. — Vain ideas, hence ! 
— Long ſince my heart, to nobler paſſions known, 
Has your ACquaintance ſcorn? d. 
. Mas1N15sSA. 
_ Oh! while you talk, 
i nchanting fair one! my deluded thought 
Runs back to days of love ; when fancy till 
Found worlds of beaury, ever rifing new 
To the tranſported eye; when flattering hope 
Formy'd endleis proipects of increaſing bliſs 
And {till the credulous heart believ*d them all, 
Even more than love could promiſe. — Bur the ſcene 
Is full of danger for a tainted eyC 3 
T muſt not, dare not, will not look that way. 
O hide tt, Wildom, « glory, from my View ! 
Or in ſweet ruin I ſhall ſink again. 
Diſaſter clouds thy cheek ; £ 'y CO! Nr &900: 
Retire, and from the troubles of the tay 
Repoſe thy weary foul; worn out with care, 
And rough unhappy tnought. 
7 SOPHIONISZ A, | 
May 11nji nil 4 
i'r want the goodneſs he has fhewn to me. 
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24 SOPHONISBA. 


SLESHSHSLISSHISIHESESSSSS, 


SCENE II. 
MasiNn1ssa, Narva. 


Mas1Nnissa. 


The danger? s o'er, Pve heard the Syrer's ſong, 
Yet ſtill to glory hold my ſteady courſe. 
I mark'd thy kind concern, thy friendly fears, 
And own chem Juſt ; for ſhe has beauty, Narva, 
So full, ſo perfect, with fo great a ſoul _ 
Inform'd, {o pointed high with ſpirit, 
As ftrikes like lightning | trom the hand of ove 
And raiſes love to glory. | 
= NARV A. 
Ah, my Prince |! 
Too true, it is too true ; her fatal coarms 
Are powerful, and to Maſiniſſa*'s heart 
But know the way too well. And art thou ſure, 
That the ſoft poiſon, which within thy veins 
Lay unextinguifh'd, is not rouz'd a new ? 
_ Is not this moment. working, thro? thy foul ? 
Doſt thou not love? Contels. 
Mas1N1sSA. 
What ſaid my fr end, 
Of poiſon ? ? love?.of loving Sophoniſha? 
Yes, Iadmire her, wonder at her beauty ; 
And he who does not 1s as dull as earth, 
The cold unanimated form of man, 
4 Ere lighted up with the celeſtial fire. 
q Whereer ſhe Joes {till admiration gazes, 
= | And liſtens while ſhe talks. Even thou thy ſclt, 
= Who ſaw*{t her with the malice of a friend, 
[it Even thou thy ſelt admuirlt her, — Dot chou not? 
fl. Say, ſpeak Rncerelys | 
| Narv a, 
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 _Nagrva. 
She has Charms indeed 3 
Bur has ſhe charms like virtue? Tho? majeſtic 3 ; 
Does ſhe command us, is her force like glory? 
MasinissA. 
All glory's in her eye! Perfection thence 
Looks from his throne z and on her ample brow 
Sits majeſty. Her features glow with life, 
Warm with heroic ſoul. Her mien! — ſhe walks, 
As when a towering goddeſs treads this earth. 
But when her language flows ; when ſuch a one 
 Peſcends to ſooth, to ſigh, to weep, to graip 
The tottering knee ; oh ! Narva, Narva, oh 
Expreſſion here is dumb. 
__Nagrva. 
Alas! my Lord; 
Is this the talk of ſober admiration ? 
Are theſe the ſallies of a heart at caſe ? 
Of Scipio's friend? And was it the calm ſenſe 
Of fair perfection, thar, the while ſhe kneePd 
For what you raſhly promis'd, ſciz'd your ſoul ; 
Stole out in ſecret tranſports from your eye ; 


Thar writt'd you groaning round, and ſhook your 


frame. 
Masin15sA. 

I tell thee once again, too cautious man, 
Fhat when a woman begs, a matchleſs woman, 
A woman once belov*d, a fallen queen, 

A Sophoniſba! when ſhe twines her charms 
Around our ſoul, and all her power of looks, 
Of tears, of ſighs, of ſoftneſs, plays upon vs ; 
He's more or leſs than man who can refilt her. 

For me, my ſtedfaſt foul approves, nay more, 
Exults in the protection it has promis'd. 

And noughr, tho? plighted honour djd not bind me, 
Shall ſhake the happy purpo!- of my heart ; 
Nought, by tlWavenging gods! who heard my vow, 
And hear me now again. 


F Naxrva, 
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Narva, 
And was 1t then 


_ For this you conquer*d ? 


Macsirnissa. 


"Yes, and triumph in it. 
This was my fondeſt wiſh; the very point, | 


The plume of glory, the delicious prize 


Ot bleeding years. And I had ben a brute, 
A greater monſter than Numidia breeds, 
A horror to my ſclt; if on the ground, 
Caft vilely from me, I tWilluſtrious fair one 
Had left to bondage, bitterneſs, and death. 
Nor is there ought in war worth what I feel ; 
In pomp and hollow ſtate, like this ſweet ſenſe 
Of infelt bliſs ; which the reflection gives me, 
Ot ſaving thus ſuch excellence and beauty 
From her ſupreme abhorrence. 

Naxrva. 

__ Majmiſſa, 

My friend | my royal lord ! alas ! you ſlide, 
You fink from virtue. On the giddy brink 


' Of fate you ſtand, — One ſtep, and all is loſt ! 


Masinissa. 


' No more, no more! if this 1s being loft. 
If this, miſtaken ! 1s torſaking virtue, 


And ruſhing down the precipice of fate ; 


Then down 1 go, far far beyond the din | 
_ Of ſcrupulous dull precaution. — Leave me, Narva. 
I want to be alone, to find ſome Shade, 


Some lolitary gloom ; there to ſhake off 


This weight of lite, this tumult of mankind, 
This fick ambition on it felt recoiling 3 


Ant] there to liſten to the gentle voice, 
The figh of peace, ſomcthing, 1 know not what, 


That whiſpers traniport to my heart, — Farewel, 


SCENE 
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Narva alone. 
Struck, and he knows it not. — So when the field, 
FElate in heart, the warriour ſcorns to yield ; 


The {treaming blood can ſcarce convince his CyCS 3 Ip 
Nor will he tee] the wound by which he dies. 
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ACT IL SCENE I 


 MasiNn1ssA OM 


[This with the calm rs the pure S 
WW; heart, _ 
#29 T hat there the goddeſs talks— But i in my 
breaſt 
"ON buſy thought, ſome ſecret-eating pang, 


_ Throbs inexpreſſible z and rowls from — W hat? 4 


From charm to charm, on Sophoni/va fill. 


| Earneſt, intent, devoted all to her. 
Oh it muſt out! — *Tis love, almighty love | 


Returning on me with a ſtronger tide. 

Pl} doubt no more, but give it up to love. 
Come to my breaſt, thou roſy-ſmiling god ! 
Come unconfin'd ! bring all thy joys along, 
All thy ſoft cares, and mix them copious here. 


But why invoke I thee? Thy power is weak, 


To Sopheniſbg's eye, thy quiver poor, 

To the reſiſtleſs lightning of her form ; 

And dull thy bare Infinuating arts, 

To the ſweet mazes of her flowing tongue. 
uick, let me fly to her ; and there forget 


This tedious abſence, war, ambition, noiſe, 


Even friendſhip's felf, the vanity of fame, 
And all but love, for love is more than all! 


SCENE 
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SCENE Il. 
Mas1x155A, Narva. 


MASINISSA. 


We ome agat _ my fr iond, — Come nearer, Narva ; 


Lend me thine arm, and I will tell thee all, 
Untold my ſoret heart, whoſe every pulſe 

VWith Sophoniſba beais. — Nay hear me out — 
Swift, as I musgd, the conflagration ſpread 

At once too itronz, roo general, to be queneld. 
T1 love, and I approve 1t, Joat upon her, 

_ Even think theſe minutes loſt I talk with thee. 
Heavens ! what emotions have poſſeſs'd my foul 
Snatch*d by a moment into years of paſſion. | 


Narva. 
N Mafiiſi | £ 
MasinissSA, 
Argue not againſt me. - 
\ Talk down the circling winds that lift the delarts _ 
And, touch'd by Heaven, when all the forclts blaze, 
Talk : down the flame, but not my ſtronger lov”. 
I have for love a thouſand thouſand reaſons. 
Dear to the heart, and potent o'er the foul. 
My ready thoughts all riſing, reſtleſs all, 
Are-a perpetual ſpring of tenderneſs : ; 
Oh! Yophoniſoa ! Sophoniſha ! oh! 
ARVA. 
Is this deceitful day then come to nought ? 
This day, that ſet thee on a double throne ? 
_ Fhat gave thee Syphax chain'd, thy deadly foc? 
With perfect conqueſt crown'd thee, pertect glory ? 
Ts it ſo ſoon eclips'd? and does you. ſun, 


Yon ſetting ſun, who this fair morning ſaw thee 
I Ride 


wo SOPHONISBA 


Ride through the ranks of long extended war, 


As radiant as himfelt ; with Every 8 ol3nc! 


Wheeling the pointed files; and, when the ſtorm 
Began, beheld thee tread the riſing ſurge 

Of battle high, and drive it on the foe ; 

Does he now, bluſhing, ſec thee ſunk fo weak ? 


Caught in a ſmile? the captive of a look ? 
I cannot name it without tears. 


Masrn1ssa. 
Away | 
I'm ſick of War, of the deſtroying trade, 
Smooth'd o'r, and gilded with the name of glory. 
Thou neeMit not {| read the martial field to me ; ; 


My hap pier eyes are turn'd another way, 


Behold it. not; or, it they do, behold ir 

Shrunk up, far off, a viſionary ſcene 3 

As to the waking man appears the dream. 
| ARVA. 


- Or rather as realities appear, 


The virtue, pomp, and dignities of hte, 
In ſic] k diforder'd dreams. 
Mas1NTssa. 
Think not I fcorn 
The taſk of heroes, when oppreſſion rages, 
And lawlets violence contounds the world. 
Who would not bleed with tranſport tor his country, 


Tear every gear relation trom his heart, 


And greatly dic to make a people happy 3 
Orohrnot to taſte of happineſs himieit, 


And is low-fouPd indeed — But ſure, my friend, 


There 1s a time tor love, or like were vie! 
A holy circle of revolving Gays, 


Td on by h WES 3th ſenſeleſs hurry hlPd, 


And clos'd by d Gs tppoilntment. Round and round, 
Still hope for ever wheels the daily cheatz _ 


IWapudent hope ! UNJOYOUS MI madnefs all ! 


Ui} love comes ftealing in, with his kind hours, 
lh healing: jips, his cordial ſweets, his Cares. 
infuſing joy, his joys ineffable | 
That make the poor Ee: of ute complear, 


And 


SOPHONISBA 


And juſtify the Gods. 

NaRva. 
Miſtaken Prince, 
I blame not love. But 
| M ASINISSA.. 

| Slander not my paſſion. 

Pve ſuffer*d thee too far. — Take heed, old man. — 
Love will not bear an acculation, Narva. 

NaRrva. 
Pl ſpcak the truth, when truth and friendſhip call, 


Nor tear thy frown unkind. — Thou haſt no right by 


To Sepranyee ; ſhe belongs to Rome. 
MaAS1NISSA. 


Ha! ſhe belongs to Rome. —* Tis true — My thoughts 


Where have you wander'd, not to think of this? 
Think &er I promis'd? cer I lov'd ? — Confuſion ! 
1 know not what I fay —T ſhould have loy'd, 
Tho? Fove in muttering thunder had forbid 1t. 
But Rame will not refuls: ſo ſmall a boon, 
Whole gifts are Kingdoms 3 Rome muſt grant it ſur C, 
One is Fe to my wiſh, one poor requeſt, 
- So ſmall to hes but oh {o dear to me | 
Here ict my heart conſide, 
Naxrva. 

Deluſive lone 7. 
Thro' what wild projects is the frantick mind _ 
BeguiPd by thee ? — And think'ſt thou that the /9- 

Mans, 

The ſenators of Rome, theſe gods on carth, 
Wile, ſteady to the right, ſeverely juſt, 
All incorrupt, and like eternal fate 
Not to be moy'd, will liſten to the ſigh 
Of 1dle love? They, when ther country calls, 
Who know no pain, no tenderneſs, no Joy, 
Bur bid their children bleed before their eyes 3 
That they'll regard the light fantaſtick pun;;s 
Of a fond heart? and with thy kingdom give the 
Their moſt invetcrate foe 3 from their firm (ide, 
| Like Syphax, ro dclude thee? and the point 
Of their own bounty on themſelves to turn ? 


Thou: 


22 SOPHONISBA. 


Thou canſt not hope it ſure. — Impoſſible ! 
Mas1Nn1ssA, 

What ſhall I do? — Be now the friend exerted. 
For love and honour preſs me ; 3 love and honour, 
All that is dear and excellent in life, 
All that or ſooths the man or litts the heroc, 
Bind my ſoul deep. 

 Narva. 

Raſh was your vow, my lord. 
I know not what to counſel. — When you vow'd, 
You vow*'d what was not in your power to grant 3 


And therefore *tis not binding. 


MasinIssA, 
Never | Never! 
Oh never will I falſify that vow |! 


Fer then deſtruction ſeize me ! Yes, ye Romans, 


If it be ſo, there, take your kingdoms back, 


Your royal gewgaws, all tor Sophonifha ! 


Hold, — Let me think a while — It ſhall be fo ! 


By all tinſpiring gods that prompt my thought ' 


This very night ſhall folemnize our vows 3 


And the next joyous ſun, that viſits Afric. 


See Soproniſha leated on my throne. — | 
Then if they ſpare her not, — not ſpare my queen, 
Perdition on their ſtubborn pride calPd virtue ! 


Be theirs the world, but Sophoniſva mine ! 


 _Naxrva. | 
And is it poſſible, ye Gods, that rule us! 
Can Majiniſſa in his pride of youth, 
In his meridian glory ſhining wide, 
The light of Aj7ic, and the triend of Scipio 3 
He take a woman to the nuptil bed), 
Who ſcorn'd him for a tyrant, old, and peeviſh, 


His rancorous foe? and gave her untouch'd bloom, 
Her ſpring of charms to Syphax ? 


Mas1NIsSA, 
- .--.-,-tJorrid friendſhip ! 
This, this, has FORO a ſerpent to my heart 3 : 


While it oferflow'd with tenderneſs, with joy, 
| With 


LY 


— 


SOPHONISBA. ag. 
With all the ſweetneſs of exulting love. 'f 
Now nought but gall 1s there, and burning poiſon ! © || 
Yes, it was ſo | — Curſe on her yain ambition ! 
What had her medling ſex to do with ſtates? | = || 
The Buſineſs of men! For him ! for Syphay ! 'f 
Forſook for him ! my love for his grols paſſion ! 
The thought is hell ! — Oh I had treaſur'd up_ 
A world of indignation, years of ſcorn ; 
| But her fad ſuppliant witchcratt ſooth*d it down. 
_ Where is ſhe now? That it may burſt upon her ; 
Bear her unbounded from me, down the torrent, 
Far, far away! And tho' my plighted faith, 
Shall ſave her from the Romans, yet to tell her, 
That I will never, never ſee her more | 
Ha ! there ſhe comes, — Pernicious fair one ! —Leave 

me. 
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- SCENE 1IIL 
SOPHONISBA, MasINIsSA, 


SOPHONISBA. 

Forgive this quick return. — The rage, confuſion, | 
And mingled paſſions of this lucklcis day, 
Made me forget another warm requeſt 
[1 had to beg of generous Maſini//a ; 
For oh to whom, fave to the generous, can 
The miſerable ly? — But much difturb'd 
You look, and fcowl upon me a denial. 
Repentance frowns on your contracted brow. 
Already, weary of my ſinking tate, 
You ſcem to droop z and for unhappy Syphax 
I thall implorc in vain. 

MasSINISSA. = 

- For Syphax ? vengeance! 

. And canſt thou mention him? Oh grant me breath! 
Ree -. DOPEQ- 
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_ SOPHONISBA, 
I know, young prince, how deep he has provok'd 
;- — 20S 4 
How keen he ſought thy youth ; thro* what a fire 
Of great diſtreſs, from which you come the brighter. 
On dull indifterent objects, or perhaps 
Diflik'd a little, *ris but common bount 
To ſhower relief ; but when our bittereſt foe 
Lics ſunk, difarni'd, and deſolate, then! then! 
To feel the mercies of a pitying God, 
To raiſe him from the duſt, and that beſt way 
To triumph o'er him, is heroic goodneſs, 
Oh let unhappy Syphax touch thy heart, 
Victorious OY 'niſja! 
 Mas1N15SA. 
__ Monftrous this! 
Still doſt thou blaſt me with that curſed name ! ! 
The very name thy conſcious guilt ſhould ſhun, 
_ Oh had he heap'd all ills upon my head, 
_ While it was young, and for the ſtorm unfit 
Had he but driven me from my native throne, 
_ From regal pomp and luxury, to dwell 
Among the torc{t beaſts; to bear the beam 
Of red Numidian ſuns, and the rank dew 
Ot cold unſhelter'd nights ; to mix with wolves, 
To hunt with hungry tygers tor my prey, 
And thirſt with Dip/as on the burning ſand ; 
I could have thank'd him for his angry leffon ; ; 
The tazr occaſion that his rage aftorded 
Of learning patience, fortitude, and hope, 
Still riſing Rronger on incumbent fate, 
_ And all that try'd humanity can dictate, 
_ Bur there 1s one curs'd bitterneſs behind, 
One injury, the man can never Pardon ; , 
That icorches up the tear in pity's eye, 
And even {weet mercy's ſelt converts to gall. 


| cannot — will not name it = Heart of anguiſh ! 
Down! down! 
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 SOPHONISBA. 
Ah! whence this ſudden ſtorm ? this madneſs, 
That hurries all thy ſoul? 
"Mastnissa. | 
_ And doft thou aſk? 
Aſk thy own faithleſs heart ; ſnatch'd from my Vows, 
From the warm withes of my ſpringing yourh, 
And given to that old hated monſter, Syphax. 
Perfidious Sophoniſba ! 
SOPHONISBA, 
Nay no more. 
With too much truth I can return thy charge. 
Why didſt thou drive me to that cruel choice? | 
Why leave me, with my country, to deſtruction ? 
Why break thy love? thy fairh? and join the 
Romans © 
 _Masinissa, 
By heavens! the Romans were my better genius, 
Sav*d me from fate, and form'd my youth to glory 3 
But for the Romans I had been a ſavage, 
A wretch like Syphax, a forgotten thing, 
"The tool of Cottage. 
SOPHONISBA, 
Meddle not with Carthage, 
Impatient yourh, for that I will not bear; 
Tho? here I were a thouſand fold tay fave. 
Not one baſe word of Carthage — 0n thy foul ! 
MasinNIsSA. 
How vain thy phrenzy ! Go, command thy ſlaves, 
Thy fools, thy Syphaxes ; but I will ſpeak, 
Speak loud of Carthage, call it falle, EnTous, 
— Yet ſhall I check me, ſince it is thy country ? 
White the Romans are the light, rio glory — 
SOPHONISBA, 
Remans! 
Perdition on the Romans! — and almott 
On thee too — Romans are the ſcourge 
| Of the red world, deſtroyers of mankind, 
The ruffians, ravagers of carth ; and 1 
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36 SOPHONISBA. 
Beneath the ſmooth diſſimulating maſk 


Of juſtice, and compaſſion ; as if flave 
Was but another name for civiliz'd. 


All vengeance on the Romans! — While fair Car lhog | 


Unblemiſh'd riſes on the baſe of commerce 3 
And aſks of heaven nought but the general winds, 
And common tides, to carry plenty, 10y, 
Civility, and grandeur, round the world. 
Mas1nissA. 
No more compare them ! for the gods themfclves 
Declare for Rome. 
SopHoNISBA. 
It was not always ſo. 
The gods declar'd for Hannibal ; when 1taly 
Blaz'd all around him, all her firoams ran blood, 
All her incarnate vales were vile with death ; 
And when at Trehia, Thraſymene, and Cans: 
The Carthaginian ſword with Roman blood 
Was drunk — Oh that he then, on that dread day, 
While lifeleſs conſternation blacken'd Rome, 
Had raz'd th' accurſed city to the ground, 
And ſfav'd the world |! — When will it come again, 
| A day to glorious, and ſo big with VENgeance, 
On thoſe my ſoul abhors ? 
Hs Masi1nissa. 
Avert it heaven! 
The Romans not cnſlave, but fave the world 
From Carthagnian rage. — 
| SOPHONISBA. 
PH bear no more i 
| Nor tenderneſs, nor life, nor liberty, 
Nothmg ſhall make me bear it. — Periſh Rome ! 
And all her menia! Friends | Yes, rather, rather, 
_ Deteited as ye are, ye Romans, take me, 
Oh pitying bs me to your nobler chains ! 
And fave me from this abjxe&t youth, your ſlave ! 
— How canſt thou kill me thus? — 
M ASINISSA. | 
I meant 1t not. 
T only meant to rcll thee, haughty fair one! 


How-:- 
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How this alone might bind me to the Romans; 
That, in a frail and fliding hour, they ſnatch'd me 
From the perdition of thy Jovez which fell, 

Like baleful lightning, where I moſt could with, 
And prov*d deſtruction to my mortal toe. 
Oh pleaſing ! ! fortunate | 
SOPHONISBA.. 
I thank them too. 


By heavens! for once, I love them ; ſince they turn'd_ 


My better thoughts from thee, thou — Bur I will not 
Give thee the name, thy mean fervility 
rom my juſt ſcorn deſerves. 
MasINI1SSA. 


Oh freely call me, 


By every name thy fury can inſpire; _ 


Enrich me with contempt — [1 love no more — 


It will not hurt me, Sophoniſba. — Love, 


Long ſince T gave it to the paſſing winds, 
And would not be a lover for the world. 

A lover 1s the very tool of nature; 

Made ſick by his own wantonneſs of thought, 
His feaver*d fancy : while, to your own charms 


 Imputing all, you fwell with boundlets pr ide, 
Shame on the wretch !/ who ſhould be driven from 


men, 
To live with Aſian ſlaves, in one ſoft he id, 
Al wretched, all ridiculous together. 
For mie, this moment, here L mean to bid 
F arewel, a glad tarewel to love and thce. 
YOP HONISBA. 
With all my foul, farewel! — Yet, 'erc you CO 3 


Know that my ſpirit burns as high .as thine, 


As high to glory, and as low to love. 
Thy promiſes are void ; and I abſolve thee, 


Here in the preſence of the liitning g go: de. — 


Take thy repented vows — To proud Corne!i: 
Pd rather be a flave, to. $cipiv's mother 


Than queen of all Numidia, by the fivour 


Of him, who Hare injult the helplefs thus, 
(Paujing > 
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233 $SOPHONISBA. 
| Still doſt thou ſtay ? behold me then again, 
---- Hopeleſs, and wild, a loſt abandon'd ſlave. 
And now thy brutal purpoſe mult be gain'd, 
Away, thou cruel, and ungenerous, go! _ 
| MasINIissA. 
No, not for worlds would I reſume my vow ! 
Diſhonour blaſt me then ! all kind of ills 
E - Fill up my cup of bitterneſs, and ſhame ! 
\8 When I reſign thee to triumphant Rome. 
_ Oh lean not thus dejected to the ground! 
| _ The fight 1s miſery, — what roots me here ? 
T- - (Aſide) 
Alas! I have urg'd my fooliſh heart roo far ; 
And love depreſs'd recoils with greater force. 
wo Sophoniſba | / 
SOPHONISBA. 
- By thy pride he dies. 
lk prince! 
Mas1wi1ssA. 
Thine is the conqueſt, nature ! 
By heaven and earth! I cannot hold it more. 
| Wretch that I was! to cruſh th* unhappy thus 
[ The faireſt too, the deareſt of her ſex ! 
| For whom my ſoul could dye !— Turn, Sunckly rurn, 
O Sophoniſha ! my belov'd ! my glory ! 
Turn and forgive the violence of love, 
Of love that knows no bounds |! 
SOPHON SBA. 
And can 1t be? 
_ Can that ſoft paſſion prove ſo fierce of heart, 
As on the tears of miſery, the ſighs _ 
Ot dcath, to feaſt? ro torture what it loves ? 
MASINISSA. 
Yes it can | be, thou goddeſs of my ioul ! 
Whole each emotion 1s but varied love, 
All over love, 1ts powers, its paſhons, al: : 
Its anger, indignation, fury, love ; 
Tis pride, diſdain, even deteſtation, love ; 
And when it, wild, reſolves to love no mo:ic, 
Then 1s the triumph of exceſſive love. 
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' Pidft thou not mark me? mark the dubious rage, 
That tore my heart with anguiſh while I talk*d ? 
Thou didft ; and muſt forgive fo kind a fault. 
What would thy trembling lips ? 

SorHoN ISBA, 

Thar I mult dic. 
For ſuch another ſtorm, ſo much contempr 
Thrown out on Carthage, ſo much praiſe on Rome, 
Were worſe than death. Why ſhould 1 longer tire 
My weary fate? The molt relentlets Keman 
What could he more? 

Mas1N1sSA. 
Oh Sophoniſba, hear! 
See me thy ſuppliant now. Talk not of death, 
I have no life but thee. "» Alas! Alas! 
Hadiſt thou a little tenderneſs for me, 
The ſmalleſt parr of what I feel, thou wouldſt — 
What wouldft thou not forgive ! ? But how indeed | 
How can I hope 1t? Yet 1 from this moment, 
Will ſo devote my being to thy pleaſure, 
So live alone to gain thee ; that thou mult, 
Tf there is human nature in thy breaſt, 
Feel ſome relenting warmth. 
_ SOPHONISBA. 
Well, well, *tis paſt, 
To be inexorable ſuits not ſlaves. 
_ Magsin1ssa. 

Spare, foare that word ; it ſtabs me to the ſou] ; 
My crown, my life, and liberty arc thine. 

Oh give my paſhon way ! My heart is full, 
Opprels'd by love ; and I could number tears, 
With all the dews that ſprinkle o'er the morn ; 
While thus with thee converſing, thus with thee 
_ Even happy to diſtreſs. = Enough, enough, 
Have we been cheated by the trick of itate, 

For Rome and Carthace fulter'd m: ach | 200 long, 3 
And led, by gaudy fantoms, - wander'd far, 

| Far from our bliſs. But now ſince mer agam, 

_ Since here I hold thee, circle all p: HIER 
The prize of life ! fince fate roo prefitts 5 bard, 


"This night ? 


40 SOPHONESBA 
Since Rome and ſlavery drive thee to the brink ; 
Let this immediate night exchange our vows, 
Secure my bliſs, our future fortunes blend, 
Set thee, the queen of beauty, on my throne, 
And make it doubly mine. — A wretched gitt 
To what my love could give | = 
SOPHONISBA, | | | 
What? marry thee ? 


MASINI1SSA. 
Thou dear one! yes, this very night, 
Let imurd Hym-1 have his rights reſtor*d, 


And bind our broken vows. — Think , IeTIOUS, 


think | 
On what I plead. — A thouſand reaſons urge. — 


Capyvity diſlolves thy former marriage 
And if *tis with the meaneſt vulgar ſo, 

Can $9phoni/ba to a flave, to S vphax, 
The moſt exalted of her ſex, be bound ? 


Befides it 1s the beſt, perhaps ſole way, 


To ſave thee trom the Romans ; and mult ſure 
Bar their pretenſions : or 1t ruin comes, 


To pcrifh with thee 1s to periſh happy. 


| SOPHONISBA, 
Yct muſt I fl Nfl. ; 
M asI1N1ssA, 


It ſhall be D. 


 Thnow thy purpoſe : ; it would plead for Syphax. 


He ſhall have all, thou deareſt ! ſhall have all, 
Crowns, trifles, kingdoms, all again, but thee, 
Buit thee, thou more than all | 
SOPHONISBA, 
( Aſide) 
| Bear witneſs heaven |! 
T iis 18 alone tor Cuirivage, ee WR Tens 
(To him) 


Gain'd by goodnefls, 


1 niay be time. Expect no love, no Gohing. 


Perhaps, hereafter, I may learn again 
i © hold thee dear, I; on theſe terms thou canlit, 


Here 


SOT HONISBA. 
Here take me, take me, to thy wiſhes. 
MasINIsSA. 

| | Yes, 
Yes, Sophoniſha ! as a  wretch takes life 
From off the bleeding rack. — All wild with j 10y, 
Thus hold thee, preſs 1 thee, to my bounding hearrt ; 
And bleſs the bounteous Gods. — Can heaven give. 

more? 

Oh happy ! happy ! happy | — Come, my fair, 
This ready minute ſees thy will performed ; 
From Syphax knocks his chains 3 and I my ſelf, 
Even in his favour, will requeſt the Romans. 

Oh, thou haſt ſmil'd my paſſions into peace ! 
IO, while conflicting winds embroiPd the Seas, 
In perfe&t bloom, warm with immortal blood, 
Young, Venr's rear*d her o'er the raging flood 
She ſmiPd around, like thine her beauties olow'd; 
When ſmooth, in gentle ſwells, the ſurges flow'd ; 
Sunk, by degrees, into a liquid plain ; | 
And one bright calm {at trembling on the main. 


The End of the Third Ad. 
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F rom Nature, 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
SOPHONISBA, PHOENISSA. 
C3, 


| Saw Fre from the height of Is, - 
Thrown to the very brink of ſlavery : 


State, honours, armies vanquiſh*d ; nothing lctt 


But her own great unconquerable mind. 


And yet, ere evening comes, to larger power 


Reſtor'd, I fee my royal friend ; and kneel 
In orateful homage to the Gods, and her. 
Ye Powers, what awful changes often mari 
The fortunes of the great ! 
SOPHONISBA., 
Phonifja, true ; 
*Tis awful all, tlie wonderous work of fate. 


But ah! this ſudden marriage damps my {ſoul ; 


I like it not, that wild precipitance 

Of youth, that ardor, that impetuous ſtream 
In which his love return*d. At firſt, my fricnd, 
He vainly rag*d with diſappointed love Wo 
And, as the haſty ſtorm ſubſided, then 

'To ſoftneſs varied, to returning fondneſs, 


To ſighs, to tears, to ſupplicating vows 3 


But all his vows were idle, till at laſt 


| Ute ſhook my heart by Kome. — To be his queen, 


Could only fave me {rom their horrid power. 
And there 1s madneſs in that thought, enough 
In thar ſtrong thought alone to make me run 


PHor- 


SOPHONISBA, 3 
PHOENISSA. 
Was it not auſpicious, madam ?_ 
Tuſt as we hop'd? juit as our wiſhes plan'd * y 
Nor let your ſpirit ſink. Your ſerious hours, 
When you bchold the Roman ravage check*d, 
From their enchantment Majini//a treed, 
And Carthage miſtreis of the world again, 
This marriage will approve : then will it rife 
In all its glory, virtuous, wiſe and great, 
While happy nations, then deliver* d, Join 
Their loud acclaim. And, had the white occaſion. 
Neglected flown, where now had been your hopes? _ 
Your liberty? your country ? where your all? 
Think well of this, think that, think every Ways 
And Sophoniſva cannot but exult 
In what is done. 
SOPHONISBA, + 
So may my hopes ſucceed |! 
As love alone to Carthaze, to the public, 
Led me a marriage-victim to the temple, 
And juſtifies my vows. — Ha! Syphax here! 
Whar would his rage with me? — Pheniſſa, ſtay. 
Burt this one tryal more — Heroic truth, 
ances me now | 


rofotorototototototoForoftototototototote 


SCENE I. 
SyYPHAX, SOPHONISBA, PHotNIss A, 


SyPHAx. 


| ' You ſeem to fly me, madam, 

Fo ſhun my gratulations. — Here I come, 
To join the general joy ; and I, ſure I, 

Who have to dotage, have to ruin lov'd you, 
Muſt take a tender part in your ſucceſs, 

In your recover'd ſtate, _ 
G 2 $0P10+ 


FYY SOPHONISBA. 


SOPHONISBA, 
* "Tis very well, 
I thank you, fir. | 
mos ___SyYPHAX. 
And gentle Maſiniſſa, 
Say, will he prove a very coming. fool? 
All pliant, all devoted to your will ? 
A glorious wretch like Syphax ? — Ha! not moy'd ! 
Speak, thou perfidious ! canſt thou bear it thus? 
With ſuch a ſteady countenance ? canſt thou 
| Here ſee the man thou haſt ſo groſly wrong'd, 
And yet not fink in ſhame ? And yet not ſhake 
In every guury”'n nerve ? 
 SOPHONISBA. 
What have I done, 
T hat I ſhould tremble? that T ſhould not dare 
To bear thy preſence? Was my heart to blame, 
Pd tremble ſor my felf, and not for thee, 
Proud man ! Nor would I live to be aſham'd. 
_ My ſoul it felf would die, could the leaſt ſhame 
On her unſpotted fame be juſtly caſt: _ 
For of all evils, to the generous, ſhame 
Is the laſt deadly pang. — Bur you behold 
My late engagement with a jealous, falſe, 
And ſelfiſh eye. h 
SYPHAX. 
Avenging 7uno, hear ! 
And canft thou think to jaltgy thy ſelf ? 
J bluſh to hcar thee, traitreſs ! 
DOPHONISBA. | 
O my ſoul! 
Canft thou hear this, this baſe opprobrious language, 
_ And yet be tamcly calm? — Well, well, for once 
Tt ſhall be ſo — in pity to thy madneſs — 
Imparient ſpirit down ! — Yes, Syphax, yes, 
Yes I will greatly juſtify my ſelf ; | 
Even by the conſort of the thundering ove, | 
Who binds the holy marriage-vow, be judg*d. 
And every public heart, not meanly loſt 


In little low purſuits, to wretched ſelf 
et | Not 


p_——_— 


Ea 3 
0h 
'Y 
£:443 
x, Zi 
Ps 
. 8 
BY 4 
-# 
> 
vE 
. 
"ISS 
of £ 
258 
= 
_” 
a 


—_——x 7... 


| 


* 
[nd] 


tay by rd 


SOPHONISBA. 4s 


Not, all devoted, will abſolve me too. 
Burt in the tempeſt of the ſoul, when rage, 
Loud indignation, unattending pride, 
And jealouſy confound 1t, how can then = 
The nobler paſſions, how can they be heard ? 
Yet let me tell thee — 
SYPHAX, 

Thou canſt tell me noughtr. 

Away ! away nought bur illuſion, falſhood — 
SopnoNIS3A. 

My heart will burſt, in honour to my felt, 
If here I ſpeak not ; tho” thy rage, I know, 
Can neyer be convinc*d, yet ſhall it be 
Confounded. — And muft I renounce my freedom ? 
Forgoe the power of doing general good? 
Mult yicld my ſelf the ſlave, "the barbarous triumph 
Of inſolent, enrag*d, inveterate Rome ? 
And all tor nothing bur to grace thy fall? 
Nay by my ſelf to periſh for thy pleaſure? 
For thee, the Komaxs may be mild to thee 3 
Bur L4 Carthaginian, I, whole blood 
Holds unrelenting enmity to theirs; _ 
Who have my lelf much hurt them, and who live 
Alone to work them woe ; what, what can I 
Hope from their vengeance, bur the very dregs 
Of the worſt fate, the hitternels of bondage? 
Yer thou, thou kind man, wouldit in thy generous love, 
- Wouldfſt have me ſufter that ; be bound to thee, 
For that dire end alone, beyond the {trerc h 
Ot nature, and of law. 
SYPHAX, 
| Confuſion ! Law ! 
1 know the laws permit thee, the groſs laws 
T hat rule the vulgar. Pm a captive, true ; 
And therefore may*ſt thou plcad a ſhameful right 
To leave me to my chains — But ſay, thou baſe one |! 
Ungrateful ! fay, for whom am a captive? 
For whom theſe many years with War, and death, 
Defeats, and deſolation have I liv'd ? 


For whom has battle after battle bled ? 
KEE | - :For 


a6 SOPHONISBA. 


For whom my crown, my kingdom, and my all, 


| Been vilely caſt away ? For whom this day, 
This very day, have I been ſtain'd with ſlaughter ? 
With yon laſt recking field ? — For one, ye gods! 
Who leaves me for the victor, for the wretch 


I hold in utter endleſs deteſtation. 
Fire! fury ! hell! — Oh I am richly paid! — 
But thus 1t 15 to love a woman — Woman |! 
The ſource of all diſaſter, all perditton ! 
Man in himſelf is ſocial, would be happy, 
Too happy ; but the gods, to keep him down, 
Curs'd him with woman ! fond, enchanting, ſmooth, 
And harmleſs-ſeeming woman ; while at heart 
All poiſon, ſerpents, tygers, furies, all 
T hat 15 deſtructive, in one form combin” d, 
And gilded o'er with beauty ! | 

 SOPHONISBA, 

| Hapleſs man! 

bf pity thee ;z this madneſs only {tirs 
My boſom to compaſſion, not to rage. 
Think as you liſt of our unhappy ſex, 


. Too much ſubjected to your tyrant force 3 


Yet know that all, we were not all, at leaſt, 


| Form'd for your trifles. for your wanton hours. 


Our paſſions too can ſometimes ſoar above 

The houſhold taſk afſign*d us, can expand 
Beyond the narrow ſphere of families, 

And take in ſtates into the panting heart, 

As well as yours, ye partial to yourſelves | 

And this 15 my ſupport, my Joy» my glory, 
The Conſcicnce that my heart abhors all baſcneſs, 


| And of all baſeneſs moſt ingratitude. 


This ſure affronted honour may declare, 

With an unbluſhing cheek. 
SYPHAX, 
Falſe, falſe as Het? 

Falfe as your ſex?! when 1t pretends to virtue. 
You talk of honour, conſcience, patriotiſm. 
A female patriot! — Vanity ! — Abſurd ! 
Even doating dull credulity would laugh 
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To ſcorn your talk. Was &ver Woman yet 
tad any better purpoſe in her eye, 
Than how to plcaſe her pride or wanton will? 
In various ſhapes, and various manners, all, 
All the fame plagues, or open, or conceaPd, 
- The bane of Jie 1- 
 SOPHONISBA, 
Muſt I then, muſt I, Syphare, Wi T0 
Give thee a bitter pioof oft whar I ſay? WH: 
1 would not ſeem to heighten thy diſtreſs, | 
Not in the leaſt inſult thee ; thou art fallen, 
So fate ſevere has will'd it, fallen by me. 
I therefore have been patient ; from another, 
Such language, ſuch indignity, had fir'd 
My ſoul to madneſs. But fince driven fo far, 
T muſt remind thy blind injurious rage 
Of our unhappy Marriage. — 
YPHAX. 
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Blot it eternal night! 
SOPHONISBA. 
Allow me, Syphan ! 
Hear me but once! If what I here ke 
Shines not with reaſon, and the cleareſt truth ; | alt 
May I be baſe, deſpis'd, and dumb for ever! | hl 
1 pray thee think, when unpropitious [7ymez; Wi 
Our hands united, how I ſtood engag*d. 
1 need not mention what full well thou know'{t, 
But pray recal, was I not flatter*'d ? young ? 
With blooming hte elate, with the warm years > ==" 
Of vanity ? funk in a paſſion too, fi 
Which few reſign? Yet then I married thee, 
Becauſe to Car 'hage deem'd a ſtronger friend ; 
For that alone. On theſe conditions, ſay, I 
Didit thou not take me, court me to thy throne: ? | 
Have I decerv'd thee ſince ? Have I diſiemblcs ? YT i 
To gain one purpoſe, &er pretended what _ | 
{ never felt? Thou canf{t not fay I have. | 
And if that principle, which then inſpir'd 
My marrying Thee, was Tight, 1t Cannot now 


Be $ 


"£8 SOPHONISBA. 
Be wrong. Nay ſince my native city wants 
Aſtiſtance more, and ſinking calls for aid, 
Muſt be more right — _ 
Syprnax. 
This reaſoning i IS inſult ! 
_ SOPHONISBA. 

Pm ſorry that thou doſt oblige me to it. 
Then in a word take my full- -open'd ſoul. 

All love, but that of Carthage, 1 deſpiſe. 
I formerly to Majini//a thee 
Preferr*d not, nor to thee now Maſiniſſa, 
But Carthage to you both. And if preferring 
Thouſands to one, a whole coliected people, 
All nature's tenderneſs, whate*er 1s ſacred, 
The liberty the welfare of a ſtate, 
To one man's frantic happineſs, be ſhame ; 
Here, Syphax, I invoke it on my head! 

This ſet aſide; I, careleſs of my ſelf, 
And, ſcorning proſperous ſkate, had ill been thine, 
In all the depth of miſery proudly thine !. 
Bur ſince the public good, the law ſupreme, 


 Forbids it; 1 will leave thee with a kingdom, 


The fame I found thee, or not reign my ſelf. 
Alas! I fee thee hurt — Why canvit thou here, 
Thus to inflame thee more? 
OY PHARX.-" | 
Why ſorcereſs? why ? 2 
Thou complication of all deadly miſchief ! 
Thou lying, ſoothing, ſpecious, charming, fury ! 
PI tell thee why — To breathe my great revenge z 
To throw this load of burning 1 madneſs from me 3 
To ſtab thee ! — 
SOPHONISBA, 
Ha! — 
SYPHAX. _ 
— And, ſpringing from thy heart, 


To quench me with thy blood! 
(Phoniſſa interpoſes) 


SOP Ho- 
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SQPHONISBA. 
__ Offf, erve me way! 
Phxnifja z tempt not thou his brutal rage. 
Me, me, he dares not murder: it he dares, 
Here ler his fury ſtrike; for I dare die, 
What holds thy trembling point ? 
PHoEN isSA. 
__ Guards! 
SOPHONISBA. 
Seize the King. 
But look you treat him well, with all the ſtate | 
His gn demands. 
SYPHAX. 
Goodneſs from thee 
Is the worſt death, — The Koman trumpets | — Ha! 
Now I bethink me, Rome will do me qultice 
Yes, I ſhall ſee thee walk the ſlave of Rome 1 ; 
Forget my wrongs, and glut me with the ſight. 
Be that my belt revenge. 
SOPHONISBA. 
Inhuman ! that, 
If there | Is death in Afrie, th ſhall nor be. 


De EE ROC a 


SCENE II. 


 Lzr1vs, SYPHAX, 


EALIvUS.:-: 


Syphax ! alas, how fallen | how chang'd | from what 


I here beheld thee once in pomp, and ſplendor , 
At that illuſtrious interview, when Rome 
And Carthage met beneath this very roof, 
'Fheir roo great generals, Ajarubal and Scipio, 
To court thy friendſhip. Of the ſame repatt 
Both gracefully partook, and both reclin'd 

H 


7+ 


| On the FER couch: for el diſtaſte. : 
[ And hatred ſeldom burn between the brave. | 
ij Fhen the faperiour virtues of the Roman 

l Gain'd all thy heart, Even Aſdrubal himſelt, 
1 E. 4 ith admiration ſtruck and juſt deſpair, 

| 7d him as dreadful at the ſocial feaſt 


Ao 1a the battle. This thou may*|ſt remember 3 
| And how thy faith was given before the Gods, 

i And fworn and ſcaPd to Scipio ; yet how falſe. 
il Thou fince has prov*'d, I need not now recount : 
Bur let thy ſufferings for thy guilt attone, 

The captive tor the king. A Roman tongue 
Scorns to purſue the triumph of the ſword, 

IF With mcan upbraidings. 

| | SYPHAX, 

y Lalins, *tis too true. 


Curſe on the cauſe |! 
LeAL1vs. | 
But where is Maſiniſſa ? 
The brave young victor, the Nzmidian Roman ! 
Vhere 1s he? that my joy, my glad applauſe, 
From envy pure, may hail his h appy ſtate. 
Why that contempruous ſmile ? 
SYPHAX. 
Too credulous Roman, 
finile to think how that this Maſiniſſa, 
This Rome-devoted heroe, muſt ſtill mare 
Attract thy praiſes by a late exploit. 
In every thing ſucceſsful. 
LALIVS;: 

What is this? 
Ehele public ſhouts ? A ſtrange unuſual j Joy 
Or all the captive city blazes wide. 
\\"hat wanton riot reigns to night in Cirtha? 
bil. \ th1 un thefe conquer'd walls ! J 
[| | | SYPHAX. 
This, Lelins, 1s 
l, A night of triumph o'er my conqueror, 

\\8s Ver Ataj Iitha, 
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T,XLIUS; 


SOPHONISBA. G1 
LeLivs. - 
Maſiniſſa ! How? 
SYPHAX. 
Why he to night 1 is married to my queen, 
L.ALIUS, 
Impoſſible ! — 
| SyPHAX. 
Yes, ſhe, the tury | ſhe, 
Who pur the nuptaal torch into my hand, 
Thar ſet my throne, my palace, and my kingdom; 
All in a blaze — ſhe now has ſeiz*d on him. 
Will turn him ſoon from Rome — I know her power, 
Her lips diftil unconquerable poiſon. 
O glorious thought | — will fink thus bated yourhy, 
Will cruſh him deep, beneath the mighty runs. 
Of falling Carthage. 
LALIUS; 
_ Cnit be? Amazement! 
Bs  SYPHAX. 
Nay learn it from himſelf. — He comes — Aw ay | 
Ye furies ſnatch me from his fight | For he!!, 
Ts tortures all are gentle to the pretencc 
Of a triumphant rival? 
= Ra MEIVS: 
What is man ? 


SCENE IV. 


MasinissA, LALIUS. 


M a51iN1s%&a. 


Thou more than partner of this glorious day | 
Which has from Carthage torn her Ghiek ſupport t 
And tottering left her, I rejoice to ice thee -— 

To Cirtha welcome, Lalivs. — Thy brave 1c '0ns 
Now taſte the {\weet repoſe by Valour. PUIC 0.45 
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G2 SOPHONISBA. 


This city pours refreſhment on their oils. 


I order*d Iarva a... 


CLALIvS.- = 
ore EE Thanks to Maſiniſſa. 
All that 1s well. I here obſerv'd the king, 
But looſely guarded. True, indeed, from him 


There 1s not much to fear. The dangerous ſpirit, 


Still not unworthy fear, our matchleſs prize, 


Is his imperious queen, 1s Sophoniſba. 


The pride, the rage of Carthage live in her. 


How : ? wherc 15 the? ? 


Mas1N 18S. 
Oe She, Lelins? In my care. 
Think not of her. Pl anſwer for her conduct. 


- LLAL1vs. 


Yes, if in chains. Till then, believe me, prince, 


Tt were as hopetul anſwering for the winds, 


Thar their broad pinions will not rouze the defart ; 
Or that the darted Iightning will be harmleſs ; _ 
As promiſe peace from her. — Bur why fo dark? _ 
You ſhift your place, your countenance grows Warm. 
It is not uſual this in Maſiniſa. 
Pray what offence can aſking for the queen, 
T he Roman captive g1ve ? 
Masini1ssa. 
_ Lelins, no more. 
'You know my marriage. — Syphax has been buſy — 
Ir is unkind to dally with my paſſion. 
LeALivs. 
Ah, Maſinilſa! was it then for thus, 
Thy hurry hither from the recent battle? 
Is the firſt inſtance of the Raman bounty 
Thus, thus abus'd? They give thee back thy 
Kingdom 3 | 
And in return are of their captive robb'd ; 
Of all they valued, Sophoniſba. — 
_Magin1issa. 
Robb'd ! 
Flow, Lealins? Robb'd'! 


 4;ALIS: 
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LALivs. 
Yes, Maſiniſſa, robb'd. 
What is it elſe? Bur I, this very nt: izht, 
Will here aſſert the majeſty of Rome 
And, mark me, tear her trom the ruptial bed. 
Mas1NIssSA. 
Oh Gods | oh park ! As ſoon, fiery Roman : 7 
As ſoon thy rage might from her azure ſphere, 
Tear yonder moon. — T1 he man who ſeizes her, 
Shall fer his foot firſt on my bleeding heatr, 
Of that be ſure. — And 15 it thus ye treat 
Your firm allies? Thus kings in friendſhip with you? 
Of human pafſions ſtrip them? — Ronde maced | 
If thus deny*d the common privileg 
Of nature, what the weakeſt cbhirnes clam, | 
A right to what they love. | 
LeAL1vs. 


Out! out! — For thame ! - 


This paſſion makes thee blind. Here 15 a war, 
_ Which deſolates the nations, has almoſt 

Laid waſte the world. How many widows, orphans, 
And love-lorn virgi::s pine for it in Rome ! 
Even her great ſenate droops ; her nobles fail ; 
Her Circus ſhrinks ; her every {ure thins, 
Iature her felf, by frequent prodigics, 
SEC:ns at this havock of her works to ficken : 
And our Aryſonian plains are now become 
A horror ro the fight: Ateach fad ftep, 
Remembrance weeps. Yet her, the greateſt prize 
It hitherto has yielded ; her, whoſe charms 
Are only turn'd to whet 1ts cruel point ; 
Thou to thy wedded breaſt haſt taken her : 
_ Hatt purchas'd thee her beauties by a ſea 
Of my. Y pen $ blood ; and ON a TRrOF 12 


Nor to a Roman montion Ling. my Roman 
Would ſcorn to be a king. — T Fhe Roman people 
Took lbcrity from out the very duſt, 
And tor great ages urg'd 1t t6 the {k125, 


T he dread of kings ! 
Mas1NI1ssA. 
Be not ſo haughty, L.olius, 
It ſcarce becomes the gentle $c:p10's triend 
Suits not thy wonted eaſe, the tender manners 
I ſtill have mark'd in thee. I honour Rome; 


| Bur honour too my {elf, my vows, my queen : 


Nor will, nor can, I tamely hear thee threaten 


To ſeize her hike a ſlave. 


L&11vs. 

__ I will be calm. 
This thy rafh deed, this unexpected ſhock, 
Such a peculiar injury to me, 
Thy friend and tellow-ſoldier, has perhaps 
Snatch*d me too far. For haſt thou not diſhonour'd, 
By this laſt ation, a ſucceſsful war? 
Our common charge, entruſted us by Scipio. 
Mas1Nn1ssa. 
Ay, there it is. — Has not thy vain ambition, 
(Oh where is friendthip !) plan'd her for thy triumph ? 


To think ot, death! to think it 18 diſhonour. 


Ar ſuch a ſight, the warriour's eye might wet 
His burning - cheek; ; and all the Roman matrons, 
Who line the laurePd way, aſham'd, and ſad, 
Turn from a captive brighter than themſclves, 
Bur Scipio will be milder. 

Lats. 

1 difdam 6 
This thy furmiſe, and give 1t up to Scipzo. 
Thoſe paſſions are not comely. — Here to morrow | 
Comes the proconſul. Mean time, Maja, 
Ah harden not thy ſelf in flattering hope! 
Scipio 1s mild, but ſteady. — Ha ! the queen. 
I think ſhe hates a Koman, — and will leave thee. 


——— woo "i 
nc. 


apr ON ENESEES » : o_ - ; A n 
Wt: me Cant - 6 » = _ 
nie of Won tr a BE er Fe. Ro Eopeoyygoroeacingd npquatants m—_— 

# OE Dim ho , ” 
hs Pe 


SOPHONISBA &: 


- om . 


SCENE V. 


SOPHONISBA, MASINISSA, 


\Was not that Roman Laolius, as I enter "4, 


: 
SOPHONISBA, WH! 
Who parted gloomy hence ? | 


 Mas1N1ssa. TY Ii | 

Madain, the ſame. | fl | 

SOP HON ISBA. }! || 

Unhappy Ajric ! ſince theſe haughty Romans BY} 
Have in this lordly manner trod thy courts. [18 
I read his freſh reproaches in thy face ; pF :.-.- 

_ The leflor'd pupll in thy fallen look, \g 


[n that torc'd imile which fickens on thy check. | 
| MasinissA. 188 
Oh ſay not fo, thou rapture of my foul ! hy. 
ror while I ſee thee, meditate thy charms, a 
|T ſmile as cordial as the fun in May 


Deep from the heart, in every ſenſe of joy 
I Oy ſmile. 


SOPHONISBA, 
Nay, tell me, Maſiniſſa ; 
How feels their tyranny, when *tis brought home ? 
When, lawleſs grown, it touches what 1s dear ? 
| Pomp for a while may dazle thoughtleſs man, 
Falſe glory blind him ; but there 1s a time, 
When ev*n the ſlave im heart will ſpurn his chains, 
Nor know ſubmiſſion more. — What {aid his pride? 
Mas1NissA. + 
His difappointment for a moment only 
_ Burſt in vain paſſion, and — 
SOPHONISBA, 


You ttood abaſh'd ; 


You _ 


go. SOPHONISBA. 

You bore his threats, and tamely-ſilent heard him, 

Heard the fierce Roman mark me for his triumph. 
| Oh bitter! 
| 2, IMEASINTSSA: 
| Baniſh that unkind ſuſpicton. | 
| The thought enfian'd my foul. I vow'd my lite, 
My laſt Aafſj/ian to the ſword, cre he 
Shou*d touch thy freedom with the leaſt diſhonour. 
But that from Scipio — 

 SOPHONISBA. 
QHcipio ! 


 Mas1N1ssa. 


_ That from hun — 
SoPHoNISBA. 
tell thee, Maſ riſa, if from him 
{ o4in my freedom, from my ſelf conceal it. 
I thall diſdain fach freedom. 
 Mas1nT1ssa. 
Sophoniſba ! 
Thou all my heart holds precious! doubt no more. 
Nor Rome, nor Scip1o, nor a world combin'd 
Shall rear thee from me; til] outitretch'd I he, 
A nameleſs wretch |! 
SOPHONISBA. 
| If thy protection fails. 
Of this at leaft be ſure, be very ſure, 
To give me Fmely death. 
| Mas1Ntssa. 
Ceaſe thus to talk, 

Of death ft Romans, of unkind ambition. 

My ſofter thoughts thoſe rugged themes refuſe, 

Can turn alone to love. — All; all, but thee, 

All nature 1s a. paſſing dream to me. 

Fix'd in my view, thou doſt for ever ſhine, 
Thy form torth-beaming trom the ſoul divine. 
i A fpirit thine, which mortals might adore 3 
| Defpiſing love,. and thence creating more. 
Thou the high paſſions, I the tender prove, 
Thy heart was form*d for glory, mine for love, 
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SEEEESEELEESS || 
ACT V. SCENE I, 


MASINISSA, Narva. 
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| Ail to the Joyous day ! With purple: odds, i 
4 Ihe whole ROrIZON glows. The breezy - WA! 
Pardts S/PTING 

fe 9% Stands looſely- floating on the mountain- -top; > -* | 

And deals her fweets around. The ſun too ſeems, q j- 

As conſcious of my joy, with brighter eye 

To look abroad the world; and all things ſmile 

Like Sophoniſba. Love and friendſhip fure E 
| Have mark'd this day from out their choiceſt ſores 3 3 | | 

For beauty rais'd by dignity and virtue, ll | 

With all the graces all the loves embelliſh*d ; : ll |. 
Oh Sophoniſbas s mine ! and Scipio comes | 

NARVA-: © 
My lord, the trumpets ſpeak his near approach, 
MasiNnissa. 
J want his ſecret audience —» Leave Us, Narva 


eee edu 1:2 
SCENE II. 


SciPlo, MasiNIssA, 


Masinissa, 


$:4pio! more welcome than my tongue can ſpeak: ! 
' Oh greatly, dearly welcome | 
SCIPIO, 
Maj niſſa ! 
My heart beats back thy 1oy. * A happy fric nd, 
With 
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With laure] green, with conqueſt crown*d, and glory 
Raid by his prudence, tortitude, and valour, 4 
._ Ofer all his foes; and on his native throne, } 


. Say, can the gods 1n laviſh bounty give 


It was thy timely, thy reſtoring arm, 


To live again in ſtate, and purple ſplendor. 


From Syphax freed; I hear their glad applauſes 3 | 
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Amidſt his reſcu*'d ſhouting ſubjects, ſer: 
A fight more pleaſing ? 
IVIASINISSA. 
My'& creat friend ! and patron! 


That brought me» from the Fartal defart- life; 


And now I wicld the fſceptre of my tathers, 
See my dear pcople from the tyranr's ſcourge, 


And, to compleat my happineſs, have. gain'd. 
A friend worth all. O gratitude, eſteem, 
And love like mine, with what divine delight 
Ye fill the heart! 1 
SCIPIO. 
Heroic youth | thy virtue 
Has earn*d whatc*cr thy fortune can beſtow. 
It was thy patience, Maſiniſſa, patience, 
A champion clad in ſtcel, that in the waſte 
Artended ftill thy ſtep, and fav*d my friend 
For better days. What cannot patience do ? 
A great deſign 1s ſcldom ſ{natch*'d at once; 
* Tis patience heaves ir on. From ſavage nature, 
"Tis patience that has built up human "Ute, 
The nurie of arts! and Rome exalts her head 
An evertaſting monument of patience. 
M as1Nn1s$A. 
If I have that, or any virtue, Scipio, 
: by IS copy 'd all trom thee. 
SCIPIO. 
No Majimi//a, 
'Tis all unborrow'd, the ſpontaneous growth 
Of nature in thy breaſt. — Friendſhip tor once 
M MR, tho* thou bluſheſt, wear a liberal tongue 3 


Tuft tcl} thee, noble youth, that long CXPCrIENCE, 
It 
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In councils, battles, many a hard event, 
Has found thee ſtill ſo conſtant, ſo ſincere, 
So wiſe, fo brave, ſo generous, {o humane, 

_ So well attemper'd, and fo fitly turn'd 
For what 1s either great or good in life, 

As caits diſtinguiſh'd honour on thy country 3 
And cannot bur endear thee to the Romans. 

For me, I think my labours all repaid, 

My wars in Afric. Maſinifſa's friendſhip 
Smiles at my foul. Be thar my deareſt wiumph, 
To have aſſiſted thy forlorn eſtate, 

And lent a happy hand in raiſing thee 

To thy paternal throne, uſurp'd by Syphax. 

_ The greateſt ſervice could be done my country, 
Diſtracted Afric, and Mankind in general, 

Was aiding ſure thy cauſe. To put the power, 
The public power, into the goo man's hand, 

Is g1ving plenty, hte, and joy to millions. 

Bur has my friend, fince late we parted armies 3 
Sine he with Lelivs acted ſuch a brave, 
Auſpicious part againſt the common foe ; 

Has he been blameleſs quite? has he conſider'd, 
How pleaſure often on the youthful heart, 
Beneath the roſy ſoft diſguiſe of love ; 

(All tweetneſs, ſmiles, and jeeming; MOOALE-} 
Steals unperceiv*d, and lays the victor low ? 

I would not, cannot, put thee to the pain — 
 — [t pains me deeper — of the leaſt reproach, — 
Ler thy too faithful memory ſupply 
The reſt. (Paufing) 

Thy ſilence, that ejected look, 

That honeſt colour fluſhing o'er thy checks 
Impart thy better ſoul. 
M as1N15sA. 

Oh my g and lord ! 
Oh Scipio ! Love has ſciz'd me, tyrant love 
I:thralls my ſoul. I am undone by love ! 
SCIP1O. 
And art thou then to ruin reconciÞPd ? 
Fani'd to deſtruction? Wilt thou be undone ? 
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wk of the towering thought ? the vaſt defign, 
With future glories big ? the warriour's wreathe ? 
The glittering files? the trumpets ſprightly clang ? 
Lhe praiſe of ſenates? an applauding world ? 
The patriot's ſtatue, and the heroes triumph ? 
All for a ſigh? all for a ſoft embrace ? 
For a gay tranhient fancy, Maſiniſſe ? 
For thame, my friend ! for honour*s ſake, for x glory? 
Sit not with folded arms, deſpairing, weak, 
And careleſs all, till certain ruin comes : 
Tike a ſick virgin ſighing to the gale, 
_ Unconquer: ble love! 
ce... IVEASINISSA.. 
How chang'd indeed | 
The time has been, when, fir'd from Sci 10s tongue, 
My ſoul had mounted in a flame with his. — 
Where 1s ambition flown? Hopeleſs attempt ! 
Can love like mine be quelPd? Can I forget 
Whar ſtil} poiſefles, charms my thoughts for ever 
ikrow fcornful from me what I hold moſt dear? 
Net feel the force of excellence? To jo 
Bu dead? And undelighted with delight? 
Soft, let me think a moment — no! no! no! —- 
Tam unequal to thy virtue, Scipio / | 
SCIFIO; = 
Fic, Maſiſſe, fie 1 By heavens ! I bluſh 
Ar thy dejection, this degenerate language 
What ! periſh for a woman ! Ruin all, 
All the fair deeds which an admiring world 
Hopes from thy rifing day ; only to ſooth 
A itubborn fancy, a Iuxurious will? 
How mult it, think you, ſound in future ſtory ? 
Y OuUNg Mafi nifſa was a virtuous Prince, 
And 4/7ic {mild beneath his early ray 3 
But that a.Car thagiman captive came, 
By wlom untimely 1n the common fate 
Of love he fell. The wiſe will ſcorn the page. 
And a!l thy praiſe be ſome fond maid exclaiming, 
Where are thoſe lovers now? — O rather, rather, 
Had 1 neer ſeen the vital hght of heaven, 
Than 


SOPHONISBA 61 


Than like the vulgar live, and like them die ! 
Ambition fickens at the very thought. — 
To puft, and buſtle here trom day to day, 
Loft in the paſſions of inglorious life, 
Joys which the careleſs brutes poſieſs above us, 
And when ſome years, each duller than anorhef. 
Are thus elaps'd, in nauieous pangs to die ; 
And pats away, like thoſe forgotten things, 
That ſoon become as they had never been. 

| Mas1N1ss 
And am I dead to this ? 

-* SCTPIO, 

The gods, young man, 
Who train up heroes in misfortune*s ſchoo], 
Have ſhook thee with adverſity, with each 
_ Huſtrious evil, that can raiſe, expand, 
And fortify the mind. "Thy rooted worth 


Has ſtood theſe wintry TR grown ſtronger by 


them. 
Shall then in proſperous times, while all 3 is mild, 
All vernal, fair; and glory blows around thee ; 
Shall then the dead Serene of pleaſure come, 
And lay thy faded honours in the duſt ? 

Mas1N1SSA. 
O gentle Scipio! ſpare me, ſpare my weakneſs. 
©" SCIPIO. 

Remember Hannibal — A ſional proof, 
A ireſh example of deſtructive pleafure. 
He was the dread of nations, once of Rome ' 
When from Bellona's boſom, nurs'd in camps, 
And hard with toil, he down the rugged A/ps 
 Ruſt'din a torrent over /raly ; 
Unconquer*d, till the looſe delights of Capun 
Sunk his victorzous arm, his genius broke, 
Perfum'd, and made a lover of the heroe. 
And now he droops in Bruttinm, fear'd no mor: 
Sinks on our borders like a ſcatter'd ſtorm. 
Remember him ; and yet reſume thy ſpirit, 
Ere 1 It 1s quite diffoly* d. 
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And yer a ſtupid anguiſh at my heart 


From child to child, from kindred on to kindred, 


Diſcharge ; and, with a neceſlary hand, 
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 Mas1nissa. 
Shall Scipio ſtoop, 
Thus to regard, to teach me wiſdom thus 3 


Repel whate*er ne ſays? — But why, my lord, 
Why ſhould. we kill the beit of paſſions, love? 
It aids ti: ioc, bius ambition ile, 
Turns us -» pleaſe, inſpires immortal deeds, 


Even foftens brutes, ard makes the good more good, 


SCIPI1O. 


There is a holy tenderneſs indeed, 


A nameleſs ſympathy, 4 fountain- love; 
Branch'd infinite from parents to their children, 


In various ſtreams, from citizen to CILIZeN, 
From friend to friend, from man to man in general 
That binds, ſupports, and fweetens human lite, 
Bart is thy paſſion ſuch? — Liſt, Maſiniſſa, 

While I the hardeſt office of a friend 


A hand tho' harſh at preſent really tender, | F 
I Paint t this paſſion. And if then thou ſtill _ | 
Art bent to ſooth it, I mult ſighing leave thee, FE 
To what the Gods think fit. | 
MasI1n1ssA. 
O never, Scipao / 


O never leave me to my felt | Speak on. 


I dread, and yet deſire thy friendly hand. 
SelPIo. 


I hope thar Maſinifſa need not now 


Be told, how much his happineſs 1s mane ; 
With what a warm benevolence I'd ſpring 
To raiſe, confirm it, to prevent his wiſhes. 
O luxury to think ! — But while he rages, 
>HUFNS 1N a fever, ſhall I let him quaft. 
Delicious poiton tor a cooling draught, 


#3 tooliſh pity to his thirſt ? ſhall 1. 
1.or a ſwitt flame confume him as he ſleeps, 


B-cauſe his dreams are gay ! ? ſhall I indulge CODY 


A frenzy flaſh'd from an infeftious eye ? 
A fſud- 


SOPHON-ISBA, 63 | 1 
A ſudden impultie unapprov*d by reaſon ? | 


OE C——_ 


Nay by thy coo! deliberate thought condemn'd ? i 
Retolv'd againſt? — A paſſion for a woman, q 
Who has abus'd thee balely ? left thy. youth, W's | 
Thy love as ſweet, as tender as thc ſpring, _ [ | 
The blooming heroe for the hoary tyrant ! t? | it 


And now wio makes thy ſheltering arms alone | 
Her laſt retrcat, to fave her from the vengeance, 
Which even her very perfidy to tlee 

Has brought upon her head ? — Nor 1s this all. — 
A woman who will ply her deepeſt arts, 

(Ah too prevail:r.z. as appears already ) 

Will never reſt, till S,ptox? fate 3s thine ; 

Till friendſhip weeping flies 3 we join no more i} 
In glorious deeds, and thou fall off from Rome 2 id 4 
I roo eould add, that there 1s lomething mean, | 


Org LI 
Inhuman in thy paſſion. Does not Syphax, 


Whit thou rejoiceſt, die? Ihe generous heart 
Should ſcorn a pleaſure which gives others pain. 
If this, my friend, all this confider'd deep, l\ 
Allarm thee not, not rouze thy reſolution, _ by il! - 
And call the heroe from his wanton lumber, 
Then ks. as loſt, 
| M aAs1NISSA. Does 
' Oh, I am pierc'd ! YN 


| 
In every thought am pierced ! Tis all too true. — - | 
| 


I wiſh I coul: + refuſe it. — Whither, whither, | 
Thro' what inchanted wilds have I been wandering * 
They feem'd Eiyfium, the delightful plains, 
The happy groves of herocs and of lovers: 
_ Bur the divinity t that breathes in thee 
Has broke the charm, and I am in a deſfarrt ; | 
Far from the land of peace. It was bur lately Iif 
Fhat a pure } Joyous calm o'erfpread my loul, bs | | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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And reaſon tun'd my paſſions to blits ; 
When love came hurrying in, and with raſh hand, 
Mix*d them delirious, till they now {:rment 

To miſery. — There 1s no rea{oning down 

This dcep, deep anguiſh ! this continual pang, ; 

A thouſand things ! whene cr my raptur'd tho! 
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Runs back a little. _ But I will not think. —- 


And yet I mult — Oh Gods ! that I could loſe 


What a fond few hours memory has grav'd 
On adamant. 
Scip10, | 
Bur one ſtrong efiort more, 


And the fair held is thine — A conqueſt far 
 Excelling that o'er Syphax. What remains, 


Since now thy madneſs to thy ſelf appears, 
But an immediate manly reſolution, 

To ſhake off this efteminate diſeaſe ; 
Theſe ſoft ideas, which ſeduce thy ſoul, 


Make it all idle, unaſpiring, weak, 


A ſcene of dreams; to putt them to the winds, 


And be my former friend, thy ſelf again? 


1 joy to find thee touch'd by generous motives 3 
And that I need not bid thee recollect, | 
Whoſe awful property thou haſt uſurp'd ; 

Need not afſure thee, that the Roman people, 
The ſenators of Rome, will never ſuffer 

A dangerous woman, their devoted foe, 

A woman, whoſe irrefragable ſpirit 

Has in great part ſuſtain'd this bloody war, 
Whoſe charms corrupted Syphax from their ſide, 
And fired embattled nations into rage ; 


Will never ſuffer her, when gain'd fo dear, 
_ To ruin thee«too, taint thy faithful breaſt, 
And kindle future war. No, fate it felt 


Is not more ſteady to the right than they. 
And, where the public good but ſeems concern'd, 


No motive their impenetrable hearts, 


Nar fear nor tenderneſs, can touch : ſuch 1s _ 

The ſpirit, that has rais'd Imperial Rome. 
MasINni1ssA. 

Ah killing ruth ! | — But I have promis'd, Scipio! f 


Have ſworn to fave her from the Roman power. 


My plighted faith is paſs*d, my hand 1s given. 
And, by the conſcious gods ! who mark'd my vows, 


The whole united world ſhall never have her. 
For I will die a thouſand thouſand deaths, 


With 
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With all Maſjylia im one field expire ; 
Ere to the loweſt wretch, much more to her 
I love, to In ws to my queen, 
[ violate my word. 
Serpro. 
My heart approves 
Thy reſolution, thy determin'd honour. 
For ever ſacred be thy word, and oarh. 
Virtue by virtue will alone be clear*d, 
And ſcorns the crooked methods of diſhonour 
But, thus divided, how to keep thy fairh 
At once to Rome and Sophoniſha ; how 
To fave her trom our chains, and yet thyſelt 
From greater bondage ; this thy ſecret thought 
Can beſt inform thee. 
- Mas1N15SsA. 
Agony! Diſtract!on ! 
_Theſe-wilful tears! — O look not on me, Scipio ! 
For I'm a child again, 
.DCIPIO.: 
Thy tears are no reproach. 
Fears oft look graceful on the manly cheek. 
Phe Cruel cannot weep. Even Friendfſhip's eyc 
| Gives thee the drop it would refuſe itſcit. 
I know *tis hard, wounds every | bleeding nerve 
About thy heart, thus to tear off tity p. ion. 
Bur for that very reaſon, Majiniſſe, 
*Tis hop'd from thee. The harder, thence reſults 
The greater glory. — Why ſhould we pretend 
To conquer, rule mankind, be firit in power, 
In great ailemblies, honour, place, and pleaſure, 
While ſlaves at heart? while by fantaſtick rurns 
Our frantic paſſions rage? The very thought 
Should turn our pomp to ſhame, our ſweet to bitter 3 
And, when the thouts of millions meet our cars, 
w hilper reproach. — O ye celzitial powers ! 
Whar 1s it, in a torrent of ſucceſs, 
To bear down nations, and o'crflow the w orld? 
All your peculiar favour. Real lay 
Springs from the file conqueit of ourſelves , Ro 
| Ind 
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66 SOPHONISBA, 
And without that the conqueror 1s nought 
Save the firſt ſlave. — Then rouze thee, Maſiniſſa 
Nor in one weakneſs all thy virtues loſe ; 
And oh beware of long, of vain repentance ! 

| | MastNnissA. 1” 
Well! well! no more. — It is but dying too! 


OP totokoltovoroWokotoFooatoFoopoſe, 
SCENE 11. 


Sc1P1o alone. 


1 wiſh T have not urg'd the truth to rigour ! 


There 1s a time when virtue grows ſevere, 
Too much for nature, and even almoſt cruel. 


I a Ro Ea I ea Cog ook 
SCENE WW, —© 
 SciePlo, LALIUs. 


_ Scip10. 
Poor Maſiniſſa, Lelius, 1s undone ; 
Berwixt his paſſion and his reaſon toſt 
In miſerable conflict. 

ron” LeAL1vs. 

2 Entering, Scipio, 
He ſhot athwart me, nor vouchſaf*d one look, 
Hung on his clouded brow I mark*d deſpair, 
And his eye glaring with ſome dire reſolve. 
Fait o'er his cheek too ran the haſty tear. 


_ It were great pity that he ſhould be loſt ! 


CIPO. ; 
By heavens! to loſe him were a ſhock, as if 
] Joit thee, Lelizs, loft my dearcit brother, 


Bound 


SOPHONISBA. 
Bound up in friendſhip from our infant years, 
A thouſand lovely qualities endear him, 
Only too warm of heart. 
LeArLivs. 

What ſhall be done ? 

SCH. 
Here let it reſt, till time abarcs his paſſion. 
Nature 1s nature, Leliys, let the Wiſe 


b, 


Say what they pleaſe. But now perhaps he dies. mk 


Haſte! haſte! and give him hope —I have not time 
' To tell thee what, — Thy prudence will direct —- 
Whatever is conſiſtent with my honour, 
My duty to the publick, and my friendſhip 
Fo him himſelf, fay, promiſe, ſhall be done. 
1 hope returning reaſon will prevent | 
Our farther care, 
LALIUS. 
I fly with joy. 
SCIPIO, 
Bo --:Flis hte 
Not o only five, but Sophoniſba's too : 
_ For both 1 fear are in this paſſion mixt. 


Laetivs. 
It ſhall be done. 


HOETETOTTTD DETRTR 


SCENE V. 


Sol P 10 alone. 


It friendſhip pierces thus, 
When love pours in his added violence, 


What are Fe pangs which Majiniſa feels! _ 


K 2 SCENE 


68 SOPHONISBA. 


DEDSOOSSSSOTOOSOODS 


SCENE VI. 
SOPHONISBA, PHOENISSA. 


SOPHONISBA, 


, Mafniſja loves me — Heavens! how fond 5 
But: yet I know not what hangs on my ſpirit, 
A diſmal boding ; for this fatal Scipio, 
T dread his virtues, this prevailing Roman, 
Even now perhaps deludes the generous king, 
 Fireq his ambition with miſtaken glory, 
Demands me from him ; for full well he knows, 
Thar, w we T hve, L mat intend their run. 
 PrnoxtvnssA. 
Madam; theſe fears -— 
SOPHONTSBA. 
And yet 1t cannot be. 
Can: $S: itn, whom even hoſtile fame proclaims 
Ot.per {et honour, and of polith*d manners, 
Smooth, artful, winning, moderate, and wie, 
Make {uch a wild demand ? Or, it he could, 
Can Mafini//2 grant it? give his queen, 
Whom love and honour bind him to protect, 
Yield her a captive to criumphant Rome? 
|  *F'is baſenefs to ſuſpect it ; *tis inhuman. 
8 Whar then remains ? — Suppoſe they ſhould Fe- 
| ſolve 
i By right of war to ſcize me for their Prize. - - 
Ay, there it kills! — What can his {ingle arm, 
Againſt the Roman power? that very power 
By which he ſtands reſtor*d ? Diſtracting thought ! 
Still o'er my head the rod of bondage hangs. | 
Shame on my weakneſs! — This poor carching hope, 
T his tranfient taſte of joy, will only more 
lmbitter death, 


_ Prnotx- 


Ah what is this? 


SOPHONISBA, 69 
| ProtNissa. 
A moment will decide, 
Madam, till then — 
Sorpnoxisn a. 


Would I had 4 dy q before ! 
And am 1 dreaming here? Here from the Romans, 


| Beſeeching I may live to fwell their triumph ? 


When my | frec ſpirit ſhould ere now have join'd . 
That great aflembly, thoſe devored ſhades, 


Who ſorn? d to live till liberty was loft, 


Bur ere their country fell, abhorr'd the light. 


| Whence this pale ave: ? he trembles with I11s meſ- 


_ tage. 
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SCENE VII 


SOPHONISBA, ProrxIssa; and to them a 1 AvE, 
with a letter and poiſon from MASINISSA. 


SLAVE kneelin 


This, Madam, from the King, and this. 


YOPHONISBA, 


Ha !— Stay. 
( Reads the Letter.) 
Rejoice, Phoniſſa ! Give me Joy, my friend ! 


For here 1s liberty ! My tears are air | 


The hand of Rome can never touch me more ! 
Hail ! perfect freedom, hail ! : 
PrnoEtNiTssaA. 

How? what? my queen ! 


(Pointing to the poiſon.) 
SOPHONISBA. 


Fhe firſt of bleſſings, death. 
PrHotNISSA. 


Alas! alas! can I rejoice in that? 


SOPH O» 
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Ye who have greatly dy'd! I come! I come ! 


-0 SOPHONISBA, 


/ 
SOPHONISBA. 


Shift not thy colour ar the ſound of death ; 
For death appears not in a dreary light, 
S-crs not a blank to me; a loſing all 


FT hoſe fond ſenſations, thoſe enchanting dreams, 


Viich cheat a tolling world from day to day, 
A nd fm the whole of ho 2ppinels they know. 
It is ty ine perfection, glory, triumph. 


Nay fondly would I chule it, tho? perſuaded 
It wire 2 Tone fark night without a morning, 
: To bondage tar prefer it! ftince 1t 1S 


Deliverun'e from a world where Romans rule, 

Where violence prevails — And timely too — 

Before my country falls ; before I feel 

As many ſtripes, as many chains. and deaths, 

As there are Noes3 in Cartha7, — Glorious charter! 

By which I hold immortal life and freedom, 

Come, let me read thee once again. — And then, 

To thy great purpole. 
(Reads the letter aloud.) 


Mazrniaz4. to his QUEEN. 


The Gods know with what pleaſure I would have 
kept my faith to Sophoniſha 17 another manner. But 
fince this fatal bowl can alone deliver thee from the 
Romans : call to mind thy father, thy country, that 
thou haſt been the wife of two kings; and att up to 
the diftates of thy own heart, T will not long ſurvive 
tee. - : 5 


Oh, *tis wondrous well ! 
Ye Gods ef death ! who rule the $tvgian gloom, 


F die contented, fince I die a queen z; _ 
By Rome untouch'd, unſullied by their power 3 
So much their terror that I muſt not live. 

And thou, go tell the king, if this is all 
The nuptial preſent he can fend his bride, 


I thank hum tor it — But that death had worn - 
N 


SOPHONISBA. PI 
An eaſter face before I rruſted him. 
His poiſon, tell him too, he might have ſpar*s, 
Theſe times may want it for himſelf; and 1 
Live not of ſuch a cordial unprovided. | id 
Add, hither had he come, I could have taught ||] 
Him how to die. — I linger not, remember, 
I ftand not ſhivering on the brink of lite; 
And, bur theſe votive drops, which grateful thus 
Mg (Taking them from the [6jon) 
To 7ove the high Detivercr 1 ſhed, 
Aflure him that 1 drank it, drank it all, 
With an unalter'd ſmile - Away. 


(Ora. ) 
inane uinbrint non 
- SCENE Vit © 


SOPHONISBA, PHOENISSA, 


SOPHONISBA. # 

x My friend! 

' In tears, my friend ! Diſhonour not my death 
With womaniſh compiuints, Weep not for nc, 
Weep for thy ſelf, Pheniſ/a, for thy country, 

Bur not for me. There is a certain hour, 
Which one would wiſh all undiſturb'd and brian, 
No care, no ſorrow, no dejected paſtions, 

And that is when we die ; when hence we go, 
Ne'*er to be ſeen again 3 then let us ſpread 

A bold exalted wing, and the Jaſt voice 

We hear be that of wonder and applauſc. 


PHOEN15SA. 
Who with the patriot wiſhes nor to dir ! 
SOPHONISBA. 


And 1s the ſacred moment then ſo nar ? 
The moment, - when yon- ſun, vioſk heavens, this 
earth | | 
THlarcſul 


Hatcful to me, polluted by the Romans, 

And all the buſy laviſh race of men, 

Shall ſink at once ; and ſtrait another ſtate, 

New ſcenes, new joys, new faculties, new wonders, 
Riſe on a ſudden round : but this the gods 

| In clouds and horror wrap, or none would live ! 

How liberal is death ! — Methinks, I ſeem 

To touch the happy ſhore. — Behind me frowns 

A ſtormy fea, with toſſing mortals thick ; 

While, unconfin'd and green, before me les 

'The land of bliſs, and everlaſting treedom : 

Where walk the mighty dead ; all of one mind, 

' One blooming i{mile, one language, and one country, 

Oh to be there ! — my breaſt begins to burn; | 

My tainted heart grows ſick. — Ah me! Phweniſſa, 

How many virgins, infants, tender wretches, 

Mult feel theſe pangs, ere Carthage 1s no more ! 


Soft — lead me to my couch — My ſhivering 


Limbs, Sn os 
Do this laſt office, and then reſt for ever. _ 
_ I pray thee weep not, pierce me not with groans. 


The king too here. — Nay then my death is full ! 


EL  ELEE: 
SCENE Ix. 


SoPHONISBA, PHoOENISsA, MasINISSa, LEALI. 
Us, NARvVA, mw 


OS M as1N1ssa. 

Has Sophoniſha drank this curſed bow] ? 

Oh horror ! horror ! what a ſight is here ! 
[ SOP HON ISBA. 

Had I not drank it, Maſini/ſa, then, 

.T had defery'd it. its 


Masi- 


SOPHONISBA 72 


Mas1N1sSA, 
Exquiſite diſtreſs ! 
Oh bitrer, bitter fate ! And this laſt hope 
Compleats my woe. 
SoPHONISBA. 
When wlll theſe ears be deaf 
To miſery's complaint? Thele eyes be blind 
4o miſchiet wrought by Rome 2 
ASINISSA, 
x Too ſoon ! too ſoon ! — 
Ah why ſo haſty? But a little while, 
Hadſt thou delay*d this horrid draught ; I then 
Had been as happy, as I now am wretched |! 
|  __ SOPHONISBA. 
What means this talk of hope? of coward waiting ? 
M a51N1sSA. 
What have I done? Oh heavens ! I cannot chink 
Without diſtraction, hell, and burning anguiſh, 
_ On my raſh deed ! — But, while I talk, ſhe dies! 


And how? what? where am I then? — Say, canft 


tou... 
Forgive me, Sophani/ha ? 
SOP HON1SBA, 
Yes, and more, 
More than forgive thee, thank thee, Maſiniſſa. 
Hadſt thou been weak, and dally'd with my free- 
dom, | 
Till by proud Rome enflav'd ; that injury 
1 never had forgiven. 
Masinissa. 
I came with life 1 
1.zlins and I from Scipio haſted hither 
Bur death was here before us — th1z vie poiſon | 
: SOPHONISBA. 
With life ! — There was ſome merit in the poiſon : ; 
But this deſtroys it all. — And couldſt thou think 
Me mean enough to take it? — Oh! Pheniſſa, 
This mortal roil i is almott at an end, — 


Receive my parting ſoul, 
L PaarxlssA 


hi nn d EILEPR 


4 
! 
: 
. 
- 


SOPHONISBA 


 PHotni58A. 
Alas, my queen ! 

Mas1NISSA. 
Dies ! dies! and ſcorns me ! — Mercy ! Sophoniſba / 
Grant one forgiving look, while yet thou canſt ; 
Or death it felf, the grave cannot relieve me : 
But, with the furies join*d, my frantic ghoſt 
Will howl for ever, — Quivering ! and pale ! 
Have I done this? 

SOPHONISBA. 

Come nearer, Maſi aid. —_ 

Out ſtubborn nature ! — 

Muas1n1tssa. 

Miſery ! theſe pangs 
To me transfer*d were eaſe. — A moment only ! 
| An agonizing moment ! while I have 
An age of things 0 LET. f 

 SoPHONITSBA, 
_ We, but for Rome, 

M ight have been happy. — Rouze thee now, my ſoul! 
_ The cold deliverer comes. — Be mild to Syphax — 
In my ſurviving friend behold me {till — 


Farewell | — Tis done ! — O never, never, Carthage, 
Shall I behold thee more! _ 


74 


(Dies.) 


MasINissA, 


Dead ! dead! oh dead ! 
Is there no death for me ? 


(Snatches Lelius's /word to ſab bimſell ) 
LeALivs. 
Hold, Majinifja! 
Mas1N15sA.. 
_ And wouldſt thou make a coward of me, Zalius' a 
Have me {ſurvive that murder*d excellence ? 
Did ſhe nor ſtir? Ha ! Who has ſhock*d my brain ! 
It whirls, It blazes. — Was 1t thou, old man * 2 
 Narva. 
Alas! alas! — good Maſiniſſa, ſoftly ! | 
Let me conduct thee to iy couch, 


Mas1- 


SOPHONISBA, ns 
MasiNni1ssa. 
The grave 
Were welcome. — Bur ye cannot t make me live! 
Oppreſs'd with life ! — Off! — crowd not thus a- 
_ round me! 
For I will hear, ſee, think no more ! — Thou ſun, 
Keep up thy hated beams! And all I want 
_ Of rhee, kind earth, 1s an immediate grave | 
Ay, there ſhe lyes | — Why to that pallid ſweetneſs 
Cin not I, Nature ! lay my lips, and die ! 
(Throws himſelf beſide her.) | 
LALLIUS,: 
See there the ruins of the noble mind, 
When from calm reaſon paſſion tears the ſway, 
_ What pity ſhe ſhould periſh ! — Cruel war, 
?*T1s not the leaft misfortune in thy train, 
That oft by thee the brave deſtroy the brave. 
She had a Reman ſoul; for every one 
Who loves, like her, his country 1s a Roman. 
Whether on Afric's ſandy plains he glows, 
_ Or lives untam*d among Riphwan inows. 
It parent-liberty the breaſt inflame, 
The gloomy Libyan then deſerves that name: 
And, warm with freedom,” under frozen ſkies, 
In fartheſt Britain Romans yet may riſe, 
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EEE, SIN 
EPILOGUE. 


By a FRIEND. 


| Spoken by Mrs. CIBBER. 


TOY,T 'm afraid, the modeſt taſte in vogue 
Demands a ſtrong, b1gh-ſcaſon d epilogue. 
Bl might fome fo filly foul take pity's part, 

And odious virtue fink into the heart. 


F c nn acer 
"ut ” COT a - 0 
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Our ſqueamiſh author ſeruples this proceeding ; 
_ He ſays it hurts found morals, and good breeding : 
Nor Sophoniſba Would he bere produce, 

A glaring model, of no private uſe. 

Ladies, he bid me ſay, behold your Cato. 

What tho) no Stoic ſhe, nor read in Plato? 


Pet jure ſhe offer'd, for her country's ſake, 


A jacrifice, which Cato could not make — 

— Already, now, theſe wicked men are ſneering, | 
Some wreſting what one ſays, and others leering. 

I vo they have not firength for — public ſpirit, 
That, ladies, mu be your fuperior merit, 


Mercy forbid. ! woe foould lay down our lives; 
Like theſe old, Punic, barbarons, heathen wives. 
Spare chr iſtian blood, — But fure the devil" s in her, 
Who for ber country would not loſe a pinner, 
—Lard! how could fuch a creature ſhew her face? 
How? — Fuſt as you do there — thro' Bruſſels Lace. 
The Roman fair, the public in diſtreſs, 
Gave wp the deareſt ernaments of arejs. s 
0W 


EPILOGUE 


How much more cheaply might you gain applauſe? 


— One yard of Ribban, and two ells of Gauſe. 
And Gaulſe each deep-read critic muſt adore; 
Your Roman /adies dreſs'd in Gaule all ver. 
Should you, fair patriots, come to dreſs ſo thin; 
How clear might all your — ſentiments be ſeen. 
To foreign looms no longer ewe your charms; 

Nor make their trade more fatal than their arms. 
Each Britith dame, who courts her country's praiſe, 
By giuitting theſe outlandiſh modes, might raiſe 
(Not from you powaer'd band, fo thin, and fpruce) 
Ten able-bodied men, for — public uſe, _ 


But now a ſerious word about the play. — 
Huſpucious ſmile on tins his firſt eſſay, 

Ye generous Britons ! your own ſons inſpire; 

Let your applauſes fan their native fire, 

Then other Shakeſpears yet may rouze the flage, 
And other Otways mclt another age. 
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inſerted in the Fourth AR, 


O M E, gentle Venus ! and aſlwage H 
C A warring world, a bleeding age. P 
For nature lves beneath thy ray, 
The wintry tempelts haſte away, 
__ A lucid calm invelts tne ſea, 

Thy native deep 15 full of thee ; 
And flowering earth, where*'er you fly, _ | 
Ts all o'er ſpring, all ſun the ſky. | 
A genial ſpirit warms the breeze z; *' | 
Unleen, among the blooming trees, 

The feather'd lovers tune their throat, 
The defart growls a ſoften*d note, 
_ Glad o'er the meads. the cattthe bound, 
And love and harmony go round. 
But chict, into the human heart 
You ftrike the dear delicious dart ; 
You reach us pleaſing pangs to know, 
To languiſh in luxurious woe, 
To feel the generous paſtions riſe, _ 
Grow good by gazing, mild by ſighs ; 
Fach happy moment to unprove, 
And fill the perfect year with love. 
Come, thou delight of heaven and earth ! 
To whom all creatures owe their birth ; 
Oh come, red-ſmiling ! tender, come ! 
And yet prevent our final doom. 
For long the furious god of war 
Haus cruſh*d us with his iron car. 
Has rag'd along our ruw'd plains, 
- Has curs'd them with his cruel ſtains, 
Has clos'd our youth in endlels fleep, 
And made the widow'd virgin weep. 
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Now let him feel thy wonted charms z 
Oh take him to thy wining arms! 
And, while thy boſom heaves on his, 
While deep he prints the hunud kiſs, 


Ah then! his ſtormy heart controu], 


And ſigh thy ielf into his ſoul. 

Thy ſon too, Capid, we implore, 
To leave the green 1dalian ſhore; 
Be he, ſweet god! our only foe; 
Long let him draw the twanging bow, 
Transfix us with his golden darts, 


Pour all his quiver on our hearts, 


With gentler anguiſh make us ſigh, 
And teach us ſweeter deaths to dic. 
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Tut publiſhed the Allowing B 0 OK \ 
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1Ollections relating to the Hiftory of Mary thank of 
Sctland; containing a great Number of original 

Papers never before printed? Alto a few ſcarce Pieces re- 
printed, taken from the beſt Copies, by the learned and ju- 
dicious James Anderſon, Eſq; late Poſt-Maſter-General, and 
Antiquary of Scotland: With an explanatory Index of the 
obſolete Words; and Prefaces ſhewing the Importance of 


_ theſe Collections, in 4 Vols. on a fine "imperial Paper, and 
a moſt beautiful Leiter, 41a. 


2. Spring, a Poem, the Second Edition, by Mr. Thomſon. 


3. An Eflay on the Education of a young Brit1/h Noble- 
man after he leayes the Schools; to which is added, iome 
Obſervations on the Othce of an Ambaſſador. 


4. A Syſtem of Heraldry, Speculative and PraQical : 


With the T_ Art of B7azon, according to the moſt ap- 
proved. Heralds in Europe. Illuſtrated with ſuitable Ex- 
 amples of armorial Figures at Atchievements of the moſt 


conſiderable Surnames and Families in Scotiand, &c, Toge- 


ther with Hiſtorical and Genealogical Memorials relating 
_ thereto. By Alex. Ni/tett, Elq Folia, 


Soon will be publifh'd 
6. The Hiſtory of the Church under the Old Tefament 
from the Creation of the World; with a particular Account 


of the State of the Ferws before and after the Babyltor fb Cap- 


tivity, and down to the preſent "Time: Wherein the Af- 
fairs and Learning of Heathen Nations before the Birth of 
Chriſ?, are alſo illuſtrated ; to which is adjoyned a Diſcourſe 


to promote the Conv crfion of the 7ews to Chriſliauity, by 
Robert Millar, M. Acþ AF 2 
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